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F humble Wiwves that drag ths Marriage Chain 

* With curſed dogged Huſoands, may complain; 

IB If tur d at large to farve, as aue by you, 

F hey may, at leaft, for Alimony /ue. 

Know, awe reſolve to make the Caſe our own, | 
BFBetabeen the Plaintiff-Stage, and the Defendant- Town. 
Inden firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, | 
; | And lovingly our Intereſt did efpouſe; 

Vn hept us fine, cart/s'd, and lodg*d us here, 

. Honey-Moon held out above Three Year; 

= 4: length, for Pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, 

"2 5 KL . 

Frequent Enjoyments pall' d your ſprightly Taſte; 
Aid though at firfl you did not quite neglect, 

e found your Love was dwindled to Reſpect; 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your Way it fell, 

2 flopp'd, and call! d to fee if aue were well, 

ou, guite Hrang d, this wretched Place yau Hun, 
Lide bad Wine, Buſineſs, Duels, or a Dun. | 
"Have we for this increas d Apollo's Race? | 
Beer often pregnant with your Wit's Embrace? 

nd borne you many chopping Babes of Grace ? 

1 N ome ugly Toads we had, and that's the Curſe, 

Bey were ſo like you that they far'd the worſe 5 

For this To-night ave are not much in Pain, 

Tool on't, and, if you like ir, Entertain; 

all the Midawife ſays of it be true, 

Here are ſome Features, too, like ſome of you; 

For us, if you think filting to forſake it, 


Nee mean 0 run away, and let the Pariſh take it. 
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Dramatis Perſona. 


M E N. 


Sir Thomas Valere, Father to Valere, * 

the Gameſter, Mr. Freeman. 
Dorante, his Brother, in Love with? Ms 
Angelica, 8 1 No. ds _ 
Young Yalere, a Gentleman much in = 

"te with Angelica, T Mr. Perbruggen. 4 
Mr. Loveabell, in Love with N Mr 

Wealthy, p 5 { 
Marquis of Hazard, a ſuppoſe 83 

F WS Marquis, | 15 ; Mr. Fieldbouſe. 
Hector, Valet to Valere, Mr. Pack. 
Mr. Galoon, a Taylor, | Mr. Smeaton, 
Count Cogdie, | TM. Dickens. 
iſt Gentleman, FThree Gameſters, {Mr Weller. 
2d Gentleman, 4 Mr. Knap. 3 
Boxkeeper, Mr. Francis Les. 


Corey. 


Beiterton. 


WO ME N. 


Lady Wealthy, a very vain coquet- + 
tiſh Widow, very rich, Siſter ro (Mrs Barry 


Angelica, 


Angelica, in Love with Valere, Mrs. Brategir ale 4 
Betty, Woman to Lady Wealthy, Mrs. Parſons. 
Fawourite, Woman to Angelica, Mrs. Hunt. 


Mrs. Security, one that lends Money 7 Mrs 22 | 
upon Pawns, : 5 


Mrs. 7 opknit, a Milaner, 
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GAME ST E R. 
1 


be Cartain draws up, and diſcovers Hector in an 
Pp Elbow-GCharr, juſt waking, yawning. 
| 75 actor. * L®? LESS me! Tis broad Day-light; 
1 5 B 2 205 who the Devil would ſerve a Gamt- 
UE % $TER! *Tis a curſed Life, this that 
| W 2 I lead. O, my dear Bed, how ſel- 
dom do I viſit thee! When ſhall T 
Br. lapt in the Fold of thy Embraces, and ſnore forth 
3 my Thanks ? I, that could enjoy thee Four and Twenty 
ours together. am grown a perfect Stranger to thy 
= 1 Charms. O! my precious Maſter! Now, Ten to One, 
will he come home with an empty pocket; and then 735 
ZZwill he be confoundedly out of Humour: T hen ſhan't 
I dare aſk him for any Dinner. Thus am I robb'd of the 
oo Chiefeſt Pleaſures of my Life, Eating and Sleeping. 
3 Enter Mrs. Favourite. 
Fav. Seni e Monſieur Hector Where. 1 18 
1 Four ſweet Maſter ? 
Hie. Aſleep. 
Fav. I muſt fee him. 
Hef. My Maſter ſees no Body when he's aſleep: 
Fav. I muſt ſpeak with him. 
Hed. Indeed, ſweet Mrs. Favourite, but you cannot. 


Fav. P'ſhaw, Itel you Imuſt, and will ſpeak with him. 
He. With whe. Child? 

Fav. With who? Why, with Valere. 

Heer Heark'e, would you ſpeak with my Maſter in 
broprig TOY or with his Picture? 


4 A 4 Faw. 


8 Ye GAMES TE R. | 
— hal Fooling, for I come not upon ſo merry F 
a Meſſage as you imagine. 1 
Her. Why then, to be ſerious, my y Maſter i is not 
come in: He's a Man of Bulineſs, Child, and gin, | | 
his Eale to follow that. 7 
Fav. Yes, yes, I gueſs the Haflach ; ; 7 is at Making 
his Elbows over a Table, ſaying his Prayers backwards, 1 
courting the Dice like a Miſtreſs, and curſing them when 3 
he is diſappointed. "Between you and I, Angelica knows 
his Extravagance; and finding he breaks all the Oats 
he made againſt Play, reſolves to ſee him no more. 
Hed. If he has loft his Money, this News will break 9 
his Heart. 1 
Faw. Tell him, that I fay he has deceiv'd 1 more Wo. 
men than he has play'd Games at Hazard; and — © 
Hes. You fay— Ay, I find Doratte, m Mafter's | © # 
Uncle, has given you a retaining Fee: w at ſhould # 
ſhe do with that old Fellow ? 1 
Fav. Oh! He's a Lover ripe with Diſcretion. I 
| Hee. Ay, but Women generally love green Fruit 'q it 
beſt: beſides, my Maſter's handſome. - - 4 
Fav. He handſome ! Behold his Picture juſt as he'll 
appear this Morning, with Arms acroſs, down. caſt Eyes i 1 5 
no Powder in his Perriwig, a Steenkirk tuck*d in to hide | "8 
the Dirt, Sword-knot untied, no Gloves, and Hands} 4 
and Face as dirty as a Tinker. This 18 * very Fi. bs 
gure of your beautiful Maſter. LE 
He&. The Jade has hit it. 
Fav. And Pocket as empty as a Capuchin*s "I "0M 
Hect. Hold, hold, this is 9 mere Spite and burn 
ing Envy. at 
Fav. Ay, tis no Matter foe that; I'll take care 100 $ 
man't deceive my Miſtreſs: For ſhe that marries 2 1 4 
Gameſter that plays upon the Square, as the Fool your 
Maſter does, can expect Nothing but an Alms-Hou 70 . 
'a Jointure. Once more I tell you, that Dorante has, bs i y 
both Reaſon and Favweurite of his Side. | 
Heck. And we have Love on our Side; and Lon 
never fails to conquer Reaſon : For your Part, you are 
like the Sw//5, take any Side for Pay. 2 Nee 
Faw, Is not Valere aſham'd, the only Son of ſuch 1} 14 
Family, to leave his Father's Houſe, and een up and 
down in Lodgings, aw F 
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- H:4, You're miſtaken, Mrs. Favourite; he did not 


ry | 9 leave his Father's Houſe: But his Father, who is as ob- 
not ſtinate as the Devil, and as ill-natur'd as a Dutchman, 
ects 1 turn'd him out. 

I Fav. He was a dutiful Child, in the mean Time. 
ng Well, you may take my Word, he will have (mall Wel- 
ds come at our Houſe : I ſhall Jet my Lady know he is a 
ds, 9 . ſo, ſweet Mr. Hector, adieu. Exit. 


9 Hed. Farewell, Mrs. Frippery; I am glad I know my 
FX | Maſter s Enemy, however. Oh! here he comes. 


Enter Valere, in Diſorder. 


Pal. Sirrah, What's a Clock? | 

= Hed. It is—in Troth, Sir, I have been up fo long I 

have forgot. 

Fial. Away, Iam weary of your Fooleries. My Night- 
175 Gown, quick, quick. The Devil, the Devil. 
Bie. Ah! I find whereabout he is, he ſwears be- 

2X tween his Teeth. 

Pal. So, hey! What, muſt J wait all Day? My 
Gon here! [Valere fill zcalks about, and Hector 
1 ill folloxwing him with the Gown. 


5 ; Hef. Tis ready, Sir, 
de! = Yal. What a Dog am I? I know I have no Luck, 
p24 4 yet can't forbear playing. Oh, Fortune, Fortune! But 


q $ ebe do I exclaim againſt her? T'll be even with her, I 
warrant her; ſhe has made me loſe, but I defy her to 
y L make me pay, for the Devil a Souſe have J. 

* Hed. Sir, Sir, pleaſe to put on your Gown, Sir. 


ö Val. Get you to Bed, you Dog, and don't trouble me. 
wry Hed. With all my Heart, Sir. Exit. 
* f [ Valere its down in the Arm d. Chair, 


Yal. I think I am fleepy. Death! *Tis impoſſible to 
leep; (riſes, ) for I can no fooner ſhut my Eyes, but 
\Þ 4 12 ethinks my evil Genius flings Am's Ace before me. 
; A EW hy, Hector, Sirrah; that Rogue ſleeps happy: Whys 


ector. 


's 2 


* 


1 Hef, Sir — 7 the Bottom of the Stage, 3 d. 
"nf Val. Sir—you Sor, are you never tir'd with ſleeping 
1 Hee. Tird—Why, Sir, I han't had Time to vobute 


2 ton my Coat yet. 
Val Was any Body here to aſk for me? 


0 
mags: Au" Le. 


and ſwears her Lady has declared for your Uncle. Ah, 
Sir —what ſhe ſays 1s. not altogether falſe ;. {baking hi-: 


Angelica never to play again, you do throw away a 1 


lica— Ah, Sir! Had you but made your Addreſſes there. I 


She's a Coquet of the firſt Rate; addreſſes all, and 
cares for none. How did ſhe tyrannize over my Friend 
Lavervell. before ſhe married my Lord, though he is 2 


% N GAMESTER. 9 

. Het. Ves, Sir, here was your Muſick- Maſter, and 1 
your Danciag-Maſter. 

Val. Ay, they want their Quarteridge, Lyppole. 

Hee. They'l call again, Sir. 

Hal. Then I'm not at home, Sir. Ty 

Hee. Ohl I know that, Sir. But, Sir, 1 was a "wp 
kind of a — kind of a ſhabby-look'd Fellow He ſai | 4 
bis Name was Cogdie : He'll call again, oo. 

Val. I know him not. None elſe? _ 

Heck. Yes, Sir, a Back- Friend of yours. Sir, may x | 
be fo bold as to aſk you one Queſtion? Do * love: 
the charming Angelica? | 
Val. Love her! Ladore her! FTP 3 | 

Her. Ah! That's an ill Sign. Now do. I know 1 1 
has not a Penny in his Pocket. Ah, Sir, your Fb, 
like a Barometer, ſhews the Temper of. your Heart, as 
that does the Weather.. 4 

Val. Don't you imagine, whatever Paſſion L have for 
Play, that I have Power to forget that amiable Creature! 

Hect. Ah,, Sir, but if that amiable Creature mould. 
have baniſh'd you 

Val. Tmpoſhble ! 3 

Hef. Talk not of Impoſſibilities, ood Sin for pert bt, 
Mrs. Favourite is juſt gone; who, I find, hates you, 


Head,) for notwithſtanding you have ſworn heartily to 


merry Main; or ſee, Sir | 
Val. Ceaſe your Impertinence ;. I give you Leave to * 
— "x my Loſſes, but my Miſtreſs touches my Heart, 
Irra | 
Hee. Aide.) Ah! Love's fever 5 is. always higheſt |Þ 1 
when the Caſh is at an Ebb. But, Sir, be not caſt 1 
down, I' have heard them ſay, a new Paſſion is the only 4 
Thing to cure an old one. There's the charming Wi- Þ | 00 


dow of my Lord Wealthy, her Siſter, richer than Auge- f 5 10 


Val. There! ſhe. is the only Woman I would avoid. pe 


Gentleman 


_— <-> — 
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8 EGentleman without Exception ? and now ſhe's playing 
IF the ſame Game over again; for the good-natur'd Fel- 
1 low i is in Love ſtill. 
Hie. Truly, Sir, I believe the French Marquis will 
= x carry it. 
4 of Val. No, he's too much of her Temper. Heark! 
Who's there ? | 
5 Hie. A Dun, I warrant. 
Val. J am not within, Sirrah. 
Heck. Oh, Sir! Your Father. 
1 Val. Ah! That's worſe; now will he rail as heartily 
Cainſt Gaming, as the Fanaticks againſt Plays, 


Enter Sir Thomas Valere. 


Sir Tho, What, what are you up? This is not a* 
* | Gameſter's Hour; or have you not been in Bed all: 
4 Night? That's moſt likely. 
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rap i Het. (Afide.) He's the Devil of a Gueſſer. Indeed 
80 my Maſter keeps as early Hours as any Man, I'II ſay 
1 1 that for him. 


Sir Tho, Hold your Tongue, Sirrah, or I ſhall break 
your Head; your Freedom will not paſs on me. 

Head. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir; I've done, 
15 4 Sir, I've done: 


1 Sir Tho, I am come to make the laſt Tryal of you, 
„Sir. Your Courſe of Life is ſo very ſcandalous, that 


FF unleſs I ſee a ſpeedy and ſincere Reformation, I have 
Ireſolv'd to diſinherit you; then try if what has ruin'd 
vou, will maintain you: But, do you hear, quit the 
Name of your Anceſtors, who never yet produc'd ſuch 
a Profligate. The Eſtate has not been reſerv'd ſo long, 
1 in the Family to be thrown away at Hazard. 
Had. 8 Short and pithy: We are in a hopeful Way. 
Ade. 
= 7. Sir, I his been revolving i in my Mind all my 
1 Acts of Folly, and am aſham'd that I harbour'd them 
ſo long, and now am arm'd with manly Reſolutions ; : 


5 AF forgive my pait Faults, and try my future Conduct. 

1 . Sir Tho, If I could believe thee real, my Joys: would 
1a, be compleat. 

ind 


He. Ah! 1. ſmoak the Neb ign; a little Money is 
1 wanting. | : [4/7 21 ; 


% - 

Val. My cruel Uncle, who never was a Friend to you, 9 
now endeavours to ſupplant me in Angelica's Heart; 
you know I live but in her. i 7 

Sir Tho. I know your Love, and the only thing i x 
like in you : She's a virtuous Lady, and her Fortunes 
large; tis baſe, and moſt unfit my Brother's Vears, to x 7 
become your Rival. | 

Hef. Ah, Sir, if my Maſter loſes hats I dare ſwear | 3 
it will break his Heart. In my Conſcience, I believe il A 
_ m—_ keeps him awake, and puts og into his 1 3 
; ea "et i 

Sir Tho, Well, Son, if you obtain her, I I forgive 
your Fault, and pay your Debts once more. 
Val. Sir, I don't doubt it; but I'm a little out of 
Money at preſent. 

Het. Humph! TOES 

Val. Money, Sir, is an Ingredient abſolutely neceſ. 
ſary ma Lover: A huadred uineas would — 0 1 
my Deſign. 3 


. 
EY 


9 


— 
Le 
k 2 4 3 
8 
>< = 


Hee. As I gueſs'd. 9 
Sir Tho. At your old Trick, again No, no; I have 
been too often couzen'd with your fair Promiſes. 4 
Val. Try me this Time; lend me but 285 
Sir Tho. No. 
Val. Twenty. 
Sir The. No. 
Val. Ten. : 1 
Sir Tho, No. . | LR 
Het. Hard-hearted Few. 0 gau. bl 
Pal. Five, Sir; for I can't go without ſome Money. þ J 1 | 
Sir Tho. Not a Souſe from me. þ 
He. One, Sir, that we may dine; for I am ſore m 8 
Maſter has not got a Groat, by his Humility. 8 5 Po 
Sir Tho, No; if you are hungry, go fling a merry 
Main for your Dinner. | 9 
Hiedb. Ah, Sir, I never was ſo well bred: Beſides, I | 
hate truſting to Chance for my Food, 
Sir The. I admire you have liv'd ſo long with _ 
Maſter, then. Look ye, Valere, get you to. Angelica; 
out with your Uncle, and you ſhan't want Money. In 
the mean Time, Sirrah, do you get me a Liſt of his bebe i 11 
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1, Het. Yes, Sir.— There's ſome Hopes I may come in 


Val. Sir, I obey you in every thing — and fly to 


2 


ve im to Angelica, I ſhall date the happieſt Part of my 
nis Fife from this Moment. ED - 
1 5 F | : 


Enter Cogdie. 


3X Cog. Sir, your moſt humble Servant; is not your 
ame Valere? 3 
Sir Tho. It is, Sir. | „„ 
Cog. Sir, I come to offer you my beſt Service. 
Sir Tho. In what, pray Sir? oi 

XX Cog. Sir, I am Maſter of all Sorts of Games, and 
ve by that noble Art. My Name is Cagdie, call'd by 
me Count Cogdil, | | 
Sir Tho. He takes me for my Son! I'll humour it, 
ad hear what the Rogue has to ſay. (4/ide.) Well, 
ir, what then? | Wy 
X83 Cog. Hearing of your ill Fortune at Play, I came, out of 
208 eee, to teach you the Management of the Die. 
Fir Tho. The Management of the Die! Why, is that 
"Fo be taught ? | f 


TX Cog. O! Ay, Sir; to learn to cog a Die nicely, re- 
uires as good a Genius as the Stach of the Mathema- 
s. Now, Sir, here is your true Dice, a Man ſeldom 
gets any thing by them: Here is your faiſe, Sir; hey, 
e they run. Now, Sir, thoſe we generally call 
Doors. | 2 


rry 1 Sir Tho. The Confumption rather. Mercy upon me 
hat is our World come to! = 
238 Cog. Come, throw a Main, Sir, then I'll in 
au how to nick it; he is very dull. I tell you, Sir, 
this Age, tis neceſſary that Children learn to play 
fore they learn to read. 7s 
iS | Sir Tho, I tell Art that 1 2 amaz'd the Go- 
25. Pernment never preferr d you to the Pillory ſor 

A WF adrous Skill, : * "ay edi 


Cog . 


off for Ten Guineas ? I ſuſpect a Trick—Come, hey * 


| Haſte that I never r thought to look * at the Sign. 
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Cee: I find his ill Fortune has put him horribly. __ 
of Humour: I ſay again, that learning to play is of 
more Uſe, than Fa, La, Mi, Sol, or cutting a Caper. 1 
Sir Tho, I'II Fa, La, Caper, you Deg ;: know I am 9 
his Father, and hate Gaming, and all. ſuch Raſcals a 
you are. But ſtay, I'll pay you your Wages for the 
Care you took of my Son. 9 
Cog. Sir, your humble Servant, Sir, not a Penny, Sir,> 8 
Sir To, No, Sir, a Cane. = 
Cog. Not in the leaſt, Sir: I, I, I would not give 1 
you Ns Trouble by no means, Sir, What a Sot was I, "WM 
to miſtake the F ather for the Son. [Exit running. 


Forer nieder running. 


Hect. O, Sir! Undone! Undone! Undone! "mi 
Sir Tho, Undone!. when wert thou otherwiſe ? » 
Hee. Ah, Sir, but my Maſter, my Maſter— . 
Sir Tho. What of him ?. Surely he was given me for 4 
a Curſe. : | 
He. Ah, Sir! As my Maſter was juſt ſtepping ind 
Aꝛngelica's Lodging, ſo nicely dreſt; his Wig, 1 bee . 
had a Pound of Hair, and two Pound of Pawder in % | Fr 
he look'd fo pretty, that had ſhe, hut feen him, ſhe mul £ 
have lov'd him. tho' her, Hewthad been made of Braſs; Fi 
But juſt as he was ſtepping in 4 | 
Sir Tho. She ordered her Footman to ſhut - the Do bj 
upon him, I ee hearing of. his continued Extre 
vagance. 1 5 g 
Hie. No, no, Sir, worſe than hs; ; a ſlovenly filth F 5 
Fellow whipt his Sword from his Side, whilſt anothen 1 
as bluff as a Midnight Conſtable, ſlapt him on ib 
Back with an Action of Forty Pounds. | 4 10 


Sir Tho. Ha! And did Angelica ſee it ? . „ 


n 


Heat. No, no, Sir, we being cunning). wheedled ? en af 
to the Tavern; and 'tis but giving 'em a luſty Bott 1 
Sir, and I warrant we get it off for Ten Guineass. 


Sir Tho; How's this, an Action of Forty Pounds 4 . & 


me the Way to this Tavern. 0 
"He. What ſhall I do now? Sir, I, I, I:-came in ſue 3 


. GAME STE R. rg 
3% sir Tho. Then you are likely to carry the Money, 
rrah; Sirrah, this Sham won't take; the next Timez, 
; S Raſcal, lay your Lies cloſer, Rogue. {Slaps him. ) [ Exit. 
> Het. Ah Hector, Hector! Thou art no good Plotter, 
Pell, IL draw this Comfort from it, however, I ſhall. 
| + ever dread the Gallows for Plotting. 


Enter Valere.. 


5 vu. Well, I have over-heard all; J. thooght what a 

3 our projects would come to. 

Head. Why, Sir, the wiſeſt Men ſometimes fail; and 

4 pu muſt own, that I ſtudy as hard as a ſtarving Poet 

Pr your Intereſt :- But if my Plots, like their rs | 

5 9 1 tis no Fault of mine. 

Val. You'll ſtill be witty out of. Seaſon ;: but prithee 

What s. to be done now > 

He. Oh, Sir! Yonder goes Mrs. Security, who lent. 

Jou once a Hundred Guineas 1 25 your Diamond pen, 

1 bat you loſt- at Play nx: 

int“ | Val. 1 remember I gave her Fifty for-the Uſe of it:: 

jeve, / 3 t, however, call her in this Extremity, and bring 

n it; y a Bottle of Sack with you. Exit Hector.) Now 
mul 4% dr the Art of Perſuaſton to ſqueeze this old Spunge of 
my 4 fifty Guineas, that may make me Maſter of a Thou- 
4 ind before Night. | 


Enter Hector and Mrs. Security. 


be val. Mrs. Szcurity, good-morrow. . 

an A Mrs. Sec. Mr. Valere, your very humble Servant. 
ther Val. A Chair there, quickly. Mrs. Security, let us 

( Bk 2. -_ old Acquatatance, and cement 1t with a Glaſs. 
ac 


«fol 


* Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Mr. Valere ! I never drink i in 
en Porning. EY 
1 Val. What, not a Glafs of Sack? Come, He&or, fill. 

ly Service to you. 
e Mrs. Sec. P 
| 90 . rs. Sec. Pray, young Man, give me but a little. 
ther Y Val. Fill-it up, I fay. 


| Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Sir! Your Health. (Drink bal 
5 What, my Health by Halves ? I'II not bate you. 

Mrs. Sec. Well, I profeſs it will be too ſtron 8 for me. 
IP Fal. 


16 The G A M E 8 7 E R. =_ 
Val. Hector, does not Mrs. Security look very hand- i 1 


ſome? H 
Hed. Truly, Sir, I think ſhe grows younger and 4 3 
younger. 9 


Mrs. Sec. Away, you make me bluſh. | 1 I 
H:#. Ah! She'll have another Huſband, I ſee by P 
thoſe roguiſh Eyes, 
Mrs. Sec. Fie, fie, Mr. Hector; theſe Eyes have done 
nothing but wept face my good Huſband Zekiel — 
died; and the more, becauſe he died ſuddenly. (Weeps, 1 
Hug. Suddenly! Good lack! Good lack! It e ' 
makes me weep to think on't. 3 
Mrs, Sec. He died in his Vocation, juſt ſealing a Bond. 
al. Ah! Would thou wert with him, ſo I had a bee 
of thy Money. C Afde.) Hector, fill other Glaſs o 
Mrs. Security to waſh away Sorrow. 

Mrs. Sec. O, dear Sir, I thank you for your cm 
and you ſhall find me always ready to ferve you. of 
Val. I do believe you, Mrs. Security, and have Occa 4 
ſion to try your Kindneſs. 7 

Hed. Ay, my Maſter pitch'd upon you. — 
Mrs. Sec. He knows he may command me. 
Val. I would borrow Fifty Guineas, Mrs. 40 
which ſhall be repaid— 
Mrs. Sec. I don't doubt it, Sir, in the leaſt; 1 you 1 
know my Way—A Pledge—If it be not quite doub 8 
the Value, I won't ſtand with a Friend : And it a | 
be as ſafe as my Eyes, that I aſſure you. F 
Lal. Humph! 
Hef. Ah, Deuce on't, here's the Sack loſt, an 
Mrs. Sec. You have your Ring again, Mr, Vale: 
And IJ hope you don't miſtruſt me. now. | 14 
Val. Miftruſt you? No, no, Madam, Hear, oF 1 
Mrs. Security a Pledge. 1 
Hed. A Pledge, Sir? Blefs me! What does he mea d 
now ? A Pen and Ink, Sir? A 
Val. Ay, ay, Mrs. Security ſhall have my Note. 
Hef. As good as any Pledge in England. "1 | 
Mrs. Sec. It may be ſo— But I promiſed good Zeh 
to be wary of the Money he left me: Les, and I wil 3F 
be very wary, E 
Hed. And very wicked 
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9 val. Refuſe my Note ! I ſcorn your Money, 
1 3 Heck. I'd have you to know, my Maſter's Note is as 
"ood. as a Banker's—ſometimes, when the Dice run 
7 ! Nell. [ Ala. 
Mrs. Sec. Nay, if you are angry for my fair D.. 
pod morrow to you. 
a] . 4 F Had. O, Impudence! She calls Cent. per Cent. fair 
= caling—Go thy Ways, but take my Curſe along with 
Pee. May ſome Town Sharper perſuade that CanRify'd 
9 — into Matrimony, and in one Night empty all thy 
Mags at Hazard. | 
Mrs. Sec. Your Wiſhes hurt not me, ill- manner 'd 
ellow. I'd have you to know, ifI would marry again, 
Pould have a — 
4 1 Val. Nay, nay, Miſtreſs, if we muſt have none of 
ur Money, let's have none of your Impertinence. 
H.. Be gone, be gone, Woman, be gone. [ Puſbes ber of. 
Pal. Oh! Deep Reflection — would I could avoid 
— zee: To become the Scoff of mercenary Wretches— 
nd through my own Miſmanagement, reduc'd to baſe 
eceſſity. Oh, —— Jil cat a real Penitent bo- 
3 Path thy Feet; ; 


* Au if once more ab Pardon I obtain, 15 
37 | Love in my Heart PV the ſole Monarch reigns 


ity is 


The End of the FIRST Act. 
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Enter Angelica and Favourite. 


Ang. 1 all his ſolemn Promiſes to quit that 1 
ſcandalous Vice, when he can hold my Love YZ 
upon no other Terms, daes he ftill purſue that certain 
Ruin to his Fame and Fortune? But I reſolve to baniſh 1 1 14 
him my Heart, which he has juſtly toft by his 1 8 3 
Dealing. I fee], I feel my Liberty return; and I charge 
thee, Favourite, ſpeak of him no more. 
wa. No, no, Madam, fear not me; I hate him for | 
your Sake, Madam : Was he like his Uncle; there's 
the Man for my Money. y 3 
Ang. Becauſe you have à large Shate of his, I ſup- 8 
pole: Old Men muſt bribe high. Name neither to me, id '3 
TJ hate Mankind. 3 5 i 
| Enter Lady Weal thy. | 8 
L. Wal. Well ſaid, Siſter ; 1 hate Mankind too, ell WW: | 
yet the Fellows will follow me; but who is the Man Pre! 
that has put you out of Conceit with the whole Sex, F 
Palere ? 5 54 
Ang. The ſame; no other had every N to hock 
my 13 mall he; ; for this Moment PII raze him 
from my Thoughts. 1 3 
L. Wal. If ſhe holds her Reſolution I am 0 7 1 
[L/ide.] That Taſk may prove more difficult than * A | 
imagine, Siſter, Come, come, this is a ary of fd. 


have ſalpected his Reality ſooner. 
Ang. Why, do you think he loves me not? | 
L. Weal. It looks with ſuch a Face . 
Ag. Why then did he take Pains to be reconcited?{ 28 
L. Wal. Gallantry, mere Gallantry; and ſhe tha 5 
eannot diſtinguiſh, often miſtakes it for a real Amouy | 


Ah, Angelica! you are but a Novice yet, and don't uf 
dera 


4 
1 
2 


N K. 1 
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3 
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Foerftand the Beau Monde. A Woman ſhould always 
peak more than ſhe thinks, and think more than ſhe 
"Fwrites, or ſhe'H ne'er be upon the Square with Men. 
Ang. I ſhall neither write nor ſpeak to any of em for 
he future, I aſſure you. | 
I. Yeal. And do you poſitively think you could re- 
ZE Valere, if he ſhould come in this Minute? 
Ang. I do, poiitively. | 
L. Neal. What, in his moſt moving Air? For you 
know he is Maſter of a falſe inſinuating Tongue. Should 
"He, I fay, throw himſelf at your Feet in a Tone of Tra- 
RFedy; cry, Forgive me, Angelica, or kill me, if you 


Pieaſe; I'll not oppoſe the Blow, nor ſtrive to fave my 


„ 
— 
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1 Life by one poor Word—T love you, and only you: 


Poes not your Soul tell you ſo in my Behalf ? Will you 
Pot anſwer me ?—Then riſing from his Knees, Will then, 
days he, nothing but my Death wipe out my Fault; 
Pirve it me, then, cruel Fair; for now to live is Pain. 
f I have loſt you, I have loſt all that's worth my Care. 
nen offers to draw his Sword ;—at Sight of which you 
. A re melted into Pity, and onee again betray'd. Is not 
„Nis true, Angelica? Ha, ha, ha. N 
| 1 Ang. I confeſs I have too often been deceiv'd—but 
ow he tall find I am upon my Guard—and were he 
Ie only one remaining of his Sex, I would not—if I 
now my Heart—marry him. 
L. Neal. I'm pleas'd to hear your Reſolution; and 


#7 
= 


2 


1 oubly pleas'd to find you Miſtreſs of your Paſſion— Tie 
Point of Wiſdom to caſhier ſuch Follies as blind our 


enſe, and make _— eee err. 
Ang. Tis very tru | 
L. al. Believe me, Siſter, I had rather ſee you 
Parried to Age, Avarice, or a Fool, than to Valere— for 
n there be a greater Misfortune than to marry a 
"IF amefter ? Es 
Ang. I know *tis the high Road to Beggary. . 
IL. Pal. And your Fortune; being all ready Money, 
ill be thrown off with Expedition—Were it as mine is, 
deed.— But are you ſure your Heart is diſengaged ? 
Arg. Why, do you doubt it? Fa 
TL. /7a/. I have a Reaſon, Siſter, that, when you have 
is fed me, you ſhall know, | 


the Man I like ? 4 2 
ſuch Pains in rubbing your wing bild Favourite Fo 


Aﬀectation—And does your dead Huſband's Picture, 


whoſe honourable Love has long purſu'd you. 


done, Sifter. 


rs 
- Ee re He 
—_ SD. Ad IR rene 


Encouragement ; tis his Awe has kept him filent; not 


' Mortification in Nature to ſee a handſome Fellow n 


| _ Honour. 


they've jolted me worſe than a Hackney C61 
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ts Then be ſatisfy'd—I will never ſee him more 9 
Now the Secret. ; 
L. Neal. Why, then, know I love him. 
Ang, How! You! 
L. Wal. Yes, I; where's the Wonder? 2 
Arg. You that advis'd againſt the Gameſter. > 
L. Veal. That was for your Good, Siſter —— Our 1 
Circumſtances are different My Eſtate's intail'd enough 
to ſupply his Riots, and why ſhould I not beſtow it upon AN 7 


3 


Ang. What, in that Mourning Weed refoly'd on Ma. 3X by 
trimony, and is your Lord forgot already—Did I une 


apply'd the Harts-horn to your Noſe, when the faint - . 
ing Fits came thicker and thicker; and was it all but 


that dangles at your Watch there, ſerve only to put 70 | 4 F 2 
in Mind of another? ; 1 
L. Veal. And where's the Crime ?—l lov'd him li. 
ving as much as any Wife, or rather more; and did 
what Decency requir'd when he died - But deing free, 8 
I'm free to chuſe. 4 1 F 
Aug. Then who fo fit as Lowewel! for your Choice, 4 1 


L. Meal. You are not to direct my Inclination. 
Ang. Nor you mine. Favourite, ¶ Enter Favourite, f . 
if Valere comes, I will ſee him— That Good you have 


Fav. See him, Madam! 

Ang. Ves, Impertinence. „ 

L. Neal. Ay, ſee him, if thy wilt, but to little! = 0 
Purpoſe— doubt not his Return, when once he fach 


that I care much for him neither; but it is the reac 70 


Love to another before one's Face. [ Euter Footman 
Footm. Madam, the Marquis of Hazard to wait "4 
L. Peal. Pugh, that Fool. [Enter Marquis 1 
Marg. Hey, let my three Footmen wait with 11 3 

Chair there — the Raſcals have come ſuch a high Tro 


3 Go GAMESTER 2 
Fm in as much Diforder—as if I had not been dreſsd 
w F 2 me, Madam, I took the Liberty to ad- 
Suſt myſelf, cer I approach'd: you. - .,_ 

| Y I. Heal. You are the exact Mode of Dreſs—but 
WW onfieur Harris, methinks you are gn perſoct in 
58 dur Ton WOW It w 1 

Mar Ehe Value 1 have for the Bn gh Ladies, made 
We take particular Pains in the Stu y—Deuce on't, [ 


- 4» mall be diſcover'd, if I forget my French Tone—4b, 
e 3 | Y alam; Vous purlem Frangois mieux gue je parle I Anglais. 


L. Weal. Ah, Point de tout, Monteur. 5 5 
L Narg. But there? s no Language like the Eyes, Ma- 
\m—and Tours would et the m_ on Fire. | 
i; N O, Gallanto . W yer 1 

01 le bogs to 5 Widow, _ 
IN vain you ſable Weeds put on, | 
| Chuds cannot long eclipfe the ter . 
. Nature has placd you in & Far, 5 
To, give 4 Day-light all the Tear: : 

"Tis r "for thoſe: 64 A u 


A. | 
I Of Cupid's Foes, „ ; 

7 bat ' Jour Beauties thus ſhrouded lim 
5b . For when that Night 
1 Pars on the Ligbi, 
a Crouds of mariyt'd ' Slaves wilt die! 
1 Sings to the Gemefter, when he has won an 
AI Celia, e iu niet and coy, 
17 While foe holds the lucky Lure; © 

1 Repartees are Piſh and Fit, 

ind you inwain purſue ber. 
"Stay but till her Hand is out, 


And ſhe become your Debtor, 
ors; Bere then, and without Doubt, + 
* peed a Long deal Setter. 
_ When foe =_ loft pay rg 593 
8 7 0 purchaſe the courted Favour, 
Forgive her the Score, 
And offer her more, 


Py * * Life you have ber, 


Marg. 


claration of your Love Monſieur, pray, read v0 5 | 


is the ns of— Es Enter anorber Footman® 


0 A MESTER. F | 
x Marg. I had like to have fought laſt . for a. 4 
ſerting your Prerogative of Beauty. | # * 
L. Yeal. With whom, pray? 1 
Marg. With Valere, whoſe continual Toaſt was your 
Siſter; I muſt confeſs it has given me a paſſionate De. 1 1 
fire of ſeeing her, that I may hereafter with er Al. 1 
ſurance maintain your Cauſe. 
IL. Yeal. What! would the Fellow have me incoduce i 
him ?—My Cauſe don't want your Sword. 3 E 
Marg. She's jealous already; if my Footmen obſerve! 
my Or ers, ſhe'll ſecure me here for Fear of loſing tb 
Prize. Ad.. 
L. Neal. This Fool's doubly my 1 he 
has nam'd my Siſter, Would I were rid of him. #: 
Marg. Has your Ladyſhip play'd at Court this Win 
ter ? 
L. Neal. In my Weeds? | 4 | 
Marg. I aſk your Pardon, Madam, but that Beauty A 
and Gaiety nothing can eclipſe. Who can look on you . 7 
and mind your Dreſs ? | JA 
L. Weal. That's well enough. expreſt—But noch Poe 
that he ſays can pleaſe me now. FI 
Enter Footman, gives a Leue, | 
Footm, A Footman in Green, Monſieur, waits for a! 
Anſwer, [Exit Footman. 
Marg. Is this a Time? Let him wait at the Choco.“ 1 
late-Houſe at St. James's an Hour hence —Oh, Madam, 
did you know how I languiſh for you! „ f 
L. Veal. When did J give you leave to make a De. 


1 


44 
1 


ba 


Letter, and give the Lady an Anſwer. " 
Marg. I confeſs it comes from a Lady—but if—* 
Enter another Footman. 
Footm. My Lady Gameabell has ſent three Times 1 8 
you, and will not begin to play till you come. "7% 
Marg. Allez vous en Coquin —— Let her ſtay. I. 
Exit Footman.! 3 de 
L. Weal. Inſolence! what does the Fellow mean? * 
Marg. *Tis the greateſt Fatigue in Nature to hold 9 
Correſpondence with Impertinence— but your Lad) ung 


F ol 7 


: 9 | 7.0m. Sir, the Lady Amorous begs the Honour of 
Sur Company this Minute; Sir Credulous is juſt gone 
Wt of Town. | wr, 5 0 

ur Marg. Le diable b emporte — out of my Sight — Am I 

all TIT REO ET 

- . | | 

. L. Beal. Engag'd ! Upon my Word you are not 


nat Houſe is the Place you appoint to receive your 
e ignations in 1 
arg. No, upon my Honour, Madam — but I pre- 
ve me they have ſearched the whole Town — and ſeeing 
he 2 Equipage at your Door, were ſo audacious to fend 
4. their Mefſages—but I'll turn away my Footmen for 
e is Embarraſſment. 5 
FL. real. Pray, let not my Houſe be diſtinguiſh'd by 
n. ou, nor your Equipage, for the future —I am not to 
Fe us'd fo, Cangrily.) Now for a ſet and grave Face to 
t me (Enter Lovewell,) more out of Humour, if 
h ble. | ö 
% Love. You ſeem in Diſorder, Madam 
L. Pal. Who can be otherwiſe, when People take 
0; iberty beyond the Bounds of good Manners— 
Love. Who dares in my Lady Wealthy's Houſe ? 
4 _ [ Looking angrily at the Marquis, 
a FF Marg. Upon my Soul, Sir, ſhe takes it quite wrong 
Dr ſhe's —confoundedly jealous. 0-5 I #625 _ 
„% Love. Sir, I am poſitive that Lady cannot be in the 
m. ng 5 and read it in her Looks, your Abſence wou'd 
eaſe her— 8 65 | 


OE Marg; Si. ::: 
ue Love. No Words here, Sir—TIf you wou'd diſpute it, 


ll meet you when, and where you pleaſe— - 
arg. Your moſt humble Servant — (In a hw Voice 
an, ou ſhall hear from me—Hey, hey, who's there? 
for M y Servants—Madam, as your Ladyſhip ſaid, I'm not 
be us'd thus— - ese BE Exit. 
L. Val. Monſieur He's gone, I would not loſe 
an, ide Fop, neither - © | It CE 
uw Love. Gone, Madam! ſo you would have him, I 
ppoſ dme. | 


0 
L <6 


og L. Weal. You ſuppoſe! How dare you to ſuppoſe my 
i houghts — and who gave you this Privilege in my 
1 4 V 5 on | Houſe ? 


g Pain. 
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Houſe? Shortly I hall be wiſhed Joy; for this is 

———— above a depending Lover. 9 * 

Love. I plead no Merit; and my long ſucceſsleſs Lon 

9 aſſures "x have no Power hut I underſtood — bo 

IL. Val. You underſtood! Ay, you eee under 1 
| Aland wrong, Mr. Leveauell. 

Love. I de confeſs I wander in the a 
ail purſue a Brightneſs which I cannot fix _ 
pleaſe you has been my long and only Study; witneſ 'Y 4 
the many Years of awful Serritude I paid your Virgin. 7 A 
Beaaty, and the Pains I felt when I beheld you weddel 
to another : I could not bear the Sight, but in a crugth 1 
Baniſhment paſs d my unluckly Hours, till Fate in Pity! 
= — free; but all in vain, for ſtill my Portion 9 
De ” 3 
I. Wal. Nay, if you are running into that gran 1 

Stuff—I muſt leave you, though in my own Houſe—f RF | 
I have got the Spleen intolerably, and cannot endure i. 

Lowe. No Madam, III retire—-I love too much » 
diſobey——Only when, you reflect on your 2 0 ; 
Slaves, think on my Fidelity. [Exif 

L. Heal. Thou art a poor conſtant Fool, that's th. 
Truth on't—and thou haſt Merit too, III ſay that 8 
thee—but we Women don't always mind that Hen , 
comes the preſent Aſcendant of my Heart Ne 

Enter Valere. 4 x, AVE 

val. Ha! the Widow here—Now could T make be 

my Friend. Now for a ſerious 3 an Hero = 
Stile -M | 8 

en © * 5 . 
Fial. My Stars ſhed their kindel Influence To- d 
and bleſt me with the Opportunity of finding you alone- 
Pity is eſſential to the Fair, and ought to be extended 1 : J Net 
thoſe that fink beneath the Rigour of their Chains. 
L. Wal. Tis the Diverſion of your Sex to 1 7 
I believe Mr. Valere finds few berbarous in ours— Bl 
- Pal. None more unfortunate in Love than I; aro TMs 

though my Heart is breaking, Im forbid to tell np 


a 
vo 


drn 


I. Waal. I hope. ds to m A. may be me 
means, elſe —_— this Addreſs ? (Afdr. )—She _ ' 


> 
„ 
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7 cruel, that lets you ſigh without Return—Is it in 
M& Power to aſſiſt you ?— 3 
. Ox, Madam, All, All's in your Power—You 

le my Fate | „ 

K. ral. Then you ſhall be happy —' tis fon _ 

g. On my Knees let me receive the Confirmation 
30 | [Kneels and kifſes her Hand. 


nt _Love—PÞ'll teaze her, however. | 
"Ra. Making Love! What does ſhe mean? 
th g. And you receiv'd it, I ſuppoſe. | 
.. Val. You interrupted me, e'er I could give my 
— * . 

al. Why, Madam, my Deſign, you know— 
L. al. Yes, yes, Mr. Valere, I know your Deſign 


ave not had ſo many ſighing, dying Lovers, but J 
8 þ gueſs the Deſign— 
el. But mine was | | 
T. Val. Oh, fie, don't declare it here—You now 
Ty Siſter has a Paſſion for you—and I wou'd not ty- 
1 : . 

rg. Tis not in your Power | 
al. Oh, the Devil—— Madam, I own 'tis an Of- 
ee to a Lady of your Beauty and Merit, to make a 
1 elaration of Love a 
. 7:2). Not at all, Sir, ——when one likes the Per- 
n conſider on't —— but, hark'e, do not 
eie my Siſter too far; it may be dangerous. 
. ' Tis not in your Power —nor his, to dece:re 
11ſec thro? your ſhallow Artifice, and deſpiſe it. 

nw B L. a Weal. 


grow $5 ever to his native So1l. 


and by thoſe lovely Eyes that dart their Fire into my | | 


| Looks. 4 Ale. 
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L. Heal. Thoſe that rely upon their own Judgment 8 * 
are ſooneſt caught. S:ſter,—Remeinber, I have given 
you fair Warning [Exit. 1 
Pal. Pm in amaze Tz. 
Ang. You need not know my Siſter's Defign—but 7 
that's not my Quarrel with you——Quarrel, did I ſay? a . 
No, I am grown to a perfect State of Indifference— | 1 4 
Quarrels may be reconciled—but a Man that baſely 
breaks his Word, and forfeits Faith and Honour, is not ba 
worth our Anger, but deſerves to be deſpis'd. bs wy 
Val. I do confeſs I am a Wretch below your Sccrn ; 
I own my Faults, and have no Refuge but your Mercy. M8 
Fav. In the old Strain, again—— FM T3 
Val. If you abandon me, I'm loſt for ever ſor you, wal 
and only you, are Miſtreſs of my Fate. Fs 
Anz. Your daily Adtions contfadict your Words— a 
and ſhew I have no ſuch Power in your Hear — bid 
you not promiſe, nay, ſwear, you'd never game again— 
Val. I did, and for the perjur'd Crime merit your gt 
endleſs Hate; but you, in pity, may forgive me 1 1 
Oh, Angelica, ſ:e at your Feet an humble Penitent I . 
knzel, who, if not by your Goodneſs rais'd——y 1.1 


81 You wou'd be pardon'd ealy to offend again. e 
Lal. Never, never——Here on this beauteous Hand 'F Pe 
I ſwear, whoſe Touch runs thrilling thro' my Heart 


Soul, never to"c1oblige you more. 1 
Fav. That Oath bath done the Buſineſs, I ſee by her 17 2 


D. 
Wi re 
WL 15 


Ang. Riſe Falere— ! difter from my Sex in this, 199 
would not change where once I've given my Heart, it Bl 
oÞ ble therefore reſolve to make this laſt Trial— 7a 
benith your Play for Love, and reſt ſecur'd of mine. ,. 
Val. Oh, Tranſport! let me kiſs thoſe ſoft forgiving . 
Lips, the Memory of whoſe Sweetneſs ſhall arm * Ju 
aza rſt Temptation. W 
av. So; now my old Man may go hang himſelf. [AV 22 Eye 
Pal. Could you but know the anxious Pains I felt, 2 
the jealous racking Cares that prey'd upon my Soul 1 Ofc 
when I heard my Uncle was allow'd to tell his Suit "F | 


you'd then have found how dear Valere had priz'd you. 1 
Ang. 6: 


= GAMESTER. „ 
+ 22 What I did was to revenge your Falſhood 
Kon Love's my Witneſs, Dorante's my Averſion—and 
i . &his Preſent ſhew who” tis that reigns triumphant in 
wy Heart. 
149 2 Your Pictura! Oh, give it me, that in the Ab- 
' faq e of the dear Orizinal—lI may feaſt my Eyes on that. 
by But mark Valere, the Injunction I ſhall lay; 
ok 1 you keep ſafe this Picture, my Heart is yours— 
if through Avarice, Careleſſneſs, or Falthood, you 
eve [part with it, you loſe me from that Moment. 
WW | Gives him the Picture. 
20 7 0 I agree; and when Ido (kifjing it) except to 
Wſclf, may all the Curſes rank'd wich your Diſdain, 
P E. e me——This, when I look on't, will correct my 
; Wy, and ſtrike a ſacred Awe upon my Actions 
Fav. Tis worth Two Hundred Pounds, a good 
"Mo gx when Caſh runs low. [ 1/7de. 
rr. Well, Iam convinc'd, let a Woman make what 
Re Puon' ſhe will, when alone—the Sight of her 
1 Er will break 'em. 
ear. Madam, Mr. Dorante is coming up. 
1 Il nat be ſeen, Adieu. | [ Exit, 
br 5 My charming Love, adieu Take Care to wel 
e vour Benefactor, Mrs. Favourite; he's a Lover 


16 BE with Diſcretion, ha, ha, ha. [Euter Dorante.) 
- X&gr Servant Uncle, ha, ha, ha 
7 Folds up the Picture to his Noſe.) Exit. 


go. This young Rake's Preſence bodes me no Good, 
; * Mrs. Favourite, your Servant Is your Lady 
eſooke with? . 
gv. I doubt not, Sir,—T don't know what ſhe is 
fue I'm almoit wild; our Buſineſs is all 3 
„ is reconcil'd again. 
Wor. Ah, that inſinuating young Dog. 
. She has juſt now given him her Picture, ſet 
ad with Diamonds. 
. 1 thought, indeed, ſomething ſparkled in my 
. Bot v hat's to be done? | 
, . I know not—He has promis'd her to play no 
if he keeps his Word we have no Hopes; but if 
16D reaks It, as I doubt not but he will, Pride and Re- 
| B 2 venge 


a Y+4 GAMESTER, 4" 
_— may work her to our End:—You may be certain, 3 4 
Sir, III let ſlip no Opportunity to ſerve you. —_ 
Dor. I do believe it—and to encourage you to be. 
lieve me grateful—acccept of this Ring. Wy 
Fav. Oh, dear Sir, you are too generous—1 409 10 
merit it Pray excuſe me _ kl 1 8 
Dor. Nay, I will not be deny'd. . 
Fav. Well, Sir, fince you will have it ſo— 'I 90 „ Is 
fail to move your Suit.— I'll do my beſt Endeavours,s 7 
Pl aſſure you: Write, Sir, write, and ['ll deliver the 9 
Letter then let me alone to back it. 1 
Dor. Vou muſt urge the Largeneſs of my Fortune; ; 
the Steadineſs of my Temper ; and withal tell her, | 
am not above Two and Forty—lI was grey at Thirty. 1 | 
Fav. I warrant you, Sir — Be ſure. you exclain 
_ againſt your Nephew? s Gaming. | p 
Der, Ay, ay, I'll go write it this Moment= 
ſend it preſently. 
Fav. Pl be in the Way to receive "3 1 
[Exeunt /everal. 
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SCENE changes to Kr Thomas valere I 1 
H ouſe - Z = 


Enter Sir Thomas and Hector, with Papers. 


Het. Sir, I have brought you a compleat Accounſ 1 
of the Debts of my Maſter—] think I have not forgo 4 v 
one Farthing ; - for, if I miſtake not, you defired 1M 
know 'em all, Sir 1 

Sir Tho Ay, ay, come, read 'em over. 85 oel 

Hect. That I will, Sir, in two Words — A true 1 | 
of the Debts of Mr. James Valere, which was by hin ne 
contracted within the City of Londen, and Liberty > 'F | 
IP:flninfter, which his Father, Sir Thomas * 10 9 
promiſed to diſcharge. I, 

Sir The, If I diſcharge them, or not, is not 50 Ld 
Buſineſs— Go on _- 

Hee. Tis my Deſign, Sir. In the firſt Place, then 1 | 
Au, Due to Richard Scrape, Fifty-five Pounds, Ni 4 
Shillings and Ten Pence Half. penny — for Five Yea 
Wages—and Money diſburs'd for Neceſlaries. 


þ 
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= Sir Tho. Richard Scrape; who's he? 

*X 2:4. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir. . { Bows. 
Sir 77. You, why is not your Name Hector? 

= Hee. Ay, Sir, that is my Name di Novo My 
D1aiter thought Richard ſounded too clumſy for a Gen- 
ls man's Valet, and a Gameſter — So, Sir, he gave me 
ne Name of Hector, from the Knave of Diamonds. © 
Sir Tho. A very pretty Name — I admire he don't call 


% is Miſtreſs, Pallas, from the Queen of Spades But 
2 ow came you fo rich, Sirrah, to be able to lend your 


aſter Money? | | | 
Ha. Why, when the Dice have run well, my Maſter 
ould now and then tip me a Guinea, Sir. 
Sir Tho. And fo you ſupply'd him, when he wanted, 
in his own Money: Oh, Extravagance ! E 
Head. 'Tis what many an honeſt Gentleman is drove 
9 ſometimes, Sir. | 
ir 7ho. More Shame for em Go on— 
Hd. Secondly, Sir, here is due to Jeremy Aaron, Uſu- 
"cr by Profeſſion, and Jew by Religion. | 
Sir Tho. Never trouble yourſelt about that, I ſhall 
ay no Uſurer's Debts, I afare you. | 
Hes. Then, Sir, here's Two Hundred Guineas loſt 
Jo my Lord Lovegame, upon Hongur, 
Sir Tho. That's another Debt I ſhall not pay. 
Hef. How, not pay it, Sir !—Why, Sir, among Gen- 
lemen, that Debt is look'd upon the moſt juſt of any: 
Y ou may cheat Widows, Orphans,” Tradeſmen, without 
| Bluſh—but a Debt of Honour, Sir, muſt be paid——L[ 
ould name you ſome Noblemen that pay no Body yet 
Debt of Honour, Sir, is as ſure as their ready Money. 

Sir Tho. He that makes no Conſcience of wronging 
e Man, whoſe Goods have been delivered for his Uſe 
an have no Pretence to Honour—whatever Title he 
ay wear—PBut to the next. 5 
= 472. Here is the Taylor's Bill—the Milaner's, Ho- 
er's, Shoemaker's, Tavern, and Eating-Houſe, in all 
£2381 hree Hundred Pounds. 

Sir 730. A fine Sum, truly. 
Hect. Ah, Sir, 1 have not nam'd the Barber, Peruke- 
aker, and Perfumer, which is One Hundred Pounds 
ore—Beſides, he is in Arrears to Mademoiſelle Mar- 
B 3 a gar:t 
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oo Jin GAME/STER. | 
garet de la Plant, lately arriv'd from France, with u wh | 
he covenanted for Four Guineas a Week. _ 
Sir Tho, For Four Guineas a Week; for what? | 
Heez. Oh, Sir, pardon me there, I never betray 2 N 1 
Secrets of my Maſter. "3% 
Sir Tho. Four Guineas a Week! A 
Hect. Ay, Sir, and very cheap, conſidering he mai 
his Bargain in the NIE truly 1 don't know ip 
the Woman loſt by it 1 
Sir 750. You don” Take that, Sirrak—You fa 3 1 
loſe by it, however Go, Raſcal, pay your Whores ai. 1 It 
Debts of Honour out of that. 2 h 
Het. Ay, Sir, they'll never take this Money of ml 
if you pleaſe, Sir, P11 fend 'em to poo ns and Fa 
may pay 'em yourſelf. , 
Sir 7ho. Sirrah, I ſhall break your Head —Go, = 20 
you to the Rake your Matter ; play, hang, or arg {4 
together, I care not—Debts, with a Pox; Gamin 
Drinking, Wenthing, rare Debts to bring into a Couitd 
Chancery——You, O Lud, O Lud, O Lud—Bring n 
ſuch a Bill of Debts, Rogue: Mercy on me, that they 
can be ſuch Impudence in the World —O, I have mut 
ado to forbear thee—Me ſuch a Bill of Debts— "Exi 
Hect. So, our Affairs go backwards, I find. Hone! 
Richard, Patience, I ſay; go ſeek thy Maſter out: 


* 
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Fortune may change, and give a lucky Main; 
And what undid us, ſet us up . 
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2 | full of Money, he counting it. 
l wai:el on your Father, according to Order, Sir, with 
a Liſt of your Debts—and the generous old Gentle- 
W man—l thank him, give me more than I expected 
Heyday, he minds me not—Ah, I doubt we are all un- 
W twited—No Hopes of Angelica. | 
= Pal. Five Hundred F:f:y-ſeven Guineas and a Half. 
Hef. Ha! What do 1 ſee ! The Plate Fleet's arrivid— 
By what Miracle fell theſe Galleons into our Power 
hope, Sir, ſince Fortune has been fo kiad— 
Val. A Curſe of ill Luck—{Szamps.) Had I but held 


” in the laſt Hand, I ſhould have had Three Hundred 


He. I am overjoy'd, Sir, at your good Fortune 
But as I was ſaying, Sir— 
Val. But hold, my Lord Lowegame owes me Two 


9 Hundred upon Honour: Tis pretty well I have not 


7 2 5 


made an ill Morning's Work on't. 


= 


Margaretta's in Europe Ha! Hector, where came you 
from, Sirrah ? | 


Hect. Came, Sir—Why I was here before you—But 


Fortune's golden Miſt concealed me from your Sight. 


Sir, I congratulate your good Succeſs—But how— 
| B 4 Val. 
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Pal. Ay, *tis Succeſs, indeed, if thou knew'ſt all- 9 
H he Jack Sharper lent me Five Guineas, to p ay al 3 . 
Ten if Luck run on my Side. I have diſcharg'd "= |: 
5 1 end brought off a 7 houſand Clear. 
Hef. Hezza—Why, you're a made Man! 
Val. And we meet again at Five, where I deſign uf hl A 
win a Thouſand more, Boy. 4 
Hef. Ay, but if you ſhould loſe all back, Sir. * 
Val. Impoſſible. This is a lucky Day— Angelica and 
F are reconcild—my Faults fergiven, and all "i * 
Wiſhes crown'd, Beo [ Sheawing the Picture. 4 
He&. Bleſs my Eye-ſight—A Picture ſet with Dia. "IM 
monds—Nay „then, Hector, chear up—for now the ba 
Times will mend. (Sings. ) Why now a Fig for your 
Father's Kindneſs ; you are able to pay your Debts your.“ 1 5 * 
ſelf, Sir 1 4 
Fal. A Pox on thee for naming 'em — Thou half = 
given me the Spleen—Pay my Debts, quotha—Theſl 3" 
bare Word is enough to turn all my Luck. "i 
Heel. Say you ſo, Sir! Is paying Debts unlucky, then! if NS 
Val. Ay, certainly; the moſt unlucky Thing in they * 
3 d. A EF; 
Hect. Humph— I now find the Reafon why Qualiyf 4 | 
hate to pay their Debrs—A Deuce on't, I with I had 
Luowa es much this Morning, I would not have paid 
the Cobler for Heel-piecing my prog Ae aught nr Ne 
know it may be a Guinea out of my Way; for my 
Maſter does not uſe to be ſo ſlow—Sir, now you are inf "0 
Stock, Sir, if you pleaſe to put my Wages into my 
Hands—it ſhall be very ſafe in dank againſt you want it.. 
Val. The Devil's in the Fellow / Speak one Word 
more of paying Debts, Sirrab, and I'll cat your Ears oF 
off—T ſhall have no Occaſion to berrow—and my Fa- = 
ther will pay your Debt among the reſt. | 1 
ltd. He won't pay a Souſe, Sir He broke my 
Head at the very Sight of the Liſt— 228 
Val. Ay, that was in his Paſſion—There's a Plaiſter 
for that Wound — | [ Gives him a Guinea. 
Hect. Sir, your moſt humble Hervant —1 find we 
middling People are out of the Quality's Latitude 
Paying Debts are only unlucky to Gentlemen——Sir, WW 
pray, Sir, give me Leave to oftes. one 6: Thing to your nn 
tertcus Conitderation. . Val. 
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1 Val. I bar Debts— | | 
Era. Not a Word of that, Sir. : 
Val. Out with it, then. : | 
ia. That you'd lay by Five Hundred Pounds of 
at Money againſt a Rainy Day. Rd 
Val. But ſuppoſe I ſhould have more ſet me than 1 
n anſwer ? | 5 
= 2:2. 'Tis but ſending for it at worſt, Sir. 
.. So baulk my Hand in the mean Time—and loſe 
e winning of a Thouſand—No, no; there's nothing 
rc, ke ready Money to nick Fortune. . 
ia. Aeg. Ah, Sir, but you know ſhe has often jilted you; 
add would it not be better to have a little Pocket-money 
dur eure? —pPut by Two Hundred, Sir. OR 
ur Val. Well, I'll conſider on*t——Ha! fee who knocks. 
a. A Dun, I warrant. 8 
at Vel. J have not a Farthing of Money, remember that, 
he rah— [ Puts up his Money haſtily. 
ia. Lying ts a thriving Vocation. | 
er Galloon a Taylor, and Mrs. Topknot a Milliner. 
75 9 Wal. Ha! Good-morrow to you——Good-morrow 
1 you, Mrs. Tophnot. Mrs. Tophnot, you are a great 
ger; why don't you call and ſee me ſometimes ? 
rs. 7% . Indeed, Sir, I call very often though I 
ee not had the good Fortune to ſee you—for you was 
aſleep, or gone abroad. 5 
in, 8 4 A. In ſorry it fell out ſo. Well, have you brought 
ur Dlit: 2 
it. Ars. 7e. Ves, Sir, {Gives him her Bill.) 1 hope 
lik'd your laſt Linen, Sir. 208 
XP. Very well. RT, 
ea. Sir, I beg the Favour of you— 
rr. I muſt not let two faſten upon him at once 
alleen, a Word with you— ou always make my 
Paths too little for me. Gs | — 
ea. I am ſorry for that. 


bY. F Hect. My Breeches are Seam-rent in three or four 
ces. | | . 

SC. DI! take Care 

. You ſew moſt abeminably flight. 

8. Toph, We are about marrying our Daughter. 

3 5 _ Fab 


—— — — — ee — 


we deſign for her muſt be paid down upon the Nail 


0 Money, I'll bring you Word. 
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Val. I hope you have provided a good Match; wi A 
ſhe is very handſome, Faith. x 4 | 
Mrs. Topk. The Girl is not deſpiſable—The Man i 1 | 
very well to paſs in the World ; but the ſmall Fort \ 7 


S 


Therefore, Sir, I entreat you to help me to my Money ü x 1 
if poſſible. ; rp 
Val. If it was poſſible, I would, Mrs. Top4met ; and] fi N 
am heartily ſorry that it is not in my Power. 1 
Mrs. Topæ. It is a Debt of a long es, Mr. J 
lere; and I muſt not be ſaid Nay. L 
Val. I know it is; but, upon Honour, I can't pay 
you now. 1 
Mrs. Top. Let me have ſome, if you can't pay mW 4 45 


all Ten Guineas, at preſent, would do me 2 9 

Service. in 
Val. May J fink, if I have ſeen Five theſe Six Month it 
He. That he has not, to my Knowledge. ne 


Gal. Pray, Sir, conſider me, if it be never ſo ſmalli M 
my Wife is ready to lie in, and Coals are very dear} 1 | 
and Journeymens Wages muſt be paid. i 

Heck. Why, the Devil's in the Fellow! Would yo 
have a Man pay what he has not? — What Buſineſs had 9 
you to get Children, without you had Cabbage enough 
to maintain em? 2 

Val. Heaor—No Invention? [Ale to Heston, 3 q | 

Gal. When will you be eg that I wal call again 1 
Sir? 

Pal. When you pleaſe. 

Gal. Fl call To-morrow, Sir. 
Val. With all my Heart. 
Gal. Do you think, Sir, you c can let me have one 

if I come? 

Val. Not that I knew of, oy 3 

Het. No, nor 1 neither — Hark ye, when. he jad Lo 
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Mrs. Topk. Don't tell me; I won't go out of th 1 It 
Houſe without Money = pc 
Val. With all my Heart=— Hader No Stratagem to ? = 
ſave me from theſe Leaches? « lAide to Hector Wu: 


Hef. Then you muſt een lie with my Maſter, or weil 1 yea 
for here are no ſpare Beds—bet me advile you to mak ” TH 
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b io Noiſe ; you'll have your Money ſooner than you 
in for—Your Ear—  [Phyypers. 
I Mrs. Top. To be married, ſay you? 
Cal. And to Madam Angelica, the great Fortune? 


or Wedding Suit. a K 
Val. That you ſhall, I promiſe you.—The Rogue 
2 Was hit on't. Aide. 
Mrs. 7-p4. But will this Match be ſpeedy, Sir ? 
, 
al. To- morrow, Sir? 5 
A. Or next Day—but we muſt intreat your Ab- 
rce, at preſent —for. my Maſter expects his Father 
ich the Lady's Truſtees, in order to ſettle the Affair 
a if you are ſeen, it may ſpoil the Buſineſs. 
Mrs. 7% K. Well, well, well, I go, i go. Runs a 
e Way, and turns) You'll put your Maſter in Mind 
me? | | 
He. Ay, ay. | 
goal. And me too, pray. 
He. IPI do your Buſineſs, PIl warrant you; go, go, 
d,—begone, begone, begone, — { Puſhes em out. J— 
= bere, Sir, I have brought you off once more: Here's 
o or three Days Reſpite, however. 
al. Why then there's two or three Days of Peace 
for tbeſe are the moſt diſagreeable Companions a 
gentleman can meet with I dine at the Rummer, 
eere you'll find me, if you want me. I promis'd 
= vt Angelica again To-night, but fear I ſhall break 
.-D Word. . 
* 1 - nd will you prefer Play before that charm- 
1 | | | 
al. Not before her — but I have given my Parole 


7 
8 


ſome Men of Quality, and I can't in Honour diſ- 
point 'em. | 

on Head. Ah! What a Juggler's Box 1s this Word Ho- 

_— Par! It is a Kind of Knight of the Poſt — That will | 
nei ear on either Side for Intereſt, I find—But, Sir, had | 


e du not better make ſure Work on't ; marry the Lady 
1 B 6 whil 
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whilſt ſhe's in the Mind, leſt Fortune wheel about, and 
throw you back again ? 
Val. Marry her, ſay'ſt thou —1 am not reſolv'd i 
I ſhall marry, or not, | 
Hef. Heigh-day! Why, I thought i it had been what 
you deſir'd above all Things—But I find your Pocket n 
and your Heart run counter. 9 
Val. No, Sirrah; I love the charming Maid as much] 8 % 
as ever: Love her from my Seul — But then [ love * 
Liberty 1 
ed. Aud what ſhould hinder you from enjoying 2 | 
it? RE 
Pal. Ah, Her, if 1 matey her, I muſt forſake my i | 
dear Diverſion, Pulling out a Box and Dice, ) which to 
me is the very Soul of Living: Tis the genteeleſt Way 54 5 
of paſſing one's Time, every Day produces ſomething N 
new, Who is happier than a Gameſter? Who more 
reſpected? I mean thoſe that make any Figure in the 2 
World. Who more careſs'd by Lords and Dukes? Or 
whoſe Converſation more agreeable ?-—Whoſe Coach # 
finer in the Ring ?—Or Finger in the Side Box pro- 
duces more 1 re? — Who has more Attendance from 
the Drawers, —or better Wine from the Maſter, — or 8 
nicer ſery'd by the Cook? — In ſhort, there is an Air 
of Magnificence in't. — A Gameſter's Hand is the Phi 
loſopher's Stone, that turns all it touches into Gold. 
He#. And Gold into nothing. \ 
Yal. A Gentleman that plays is admitted every where| 8 
r een of the ſtricteſt Virtue will converſe with 
him, — for Gaming is as much in Faſhion here as 'tis 
in France; and our Ladies look: upon't as the * 3 
ill Breeding, not to have a Paſſion for Play: the 
charming — of half a Dozen Ladies, =o each " 
a Diſh of Tea, — to behold their languiſhing Ogle: 
with their Eyes, their raviſhing white Hands, to hea 
their delicious Scandal which they vent between each 
Sip, juſt piping hot from Invention's Mint, wherein Bp 
they ſpare none, from the Stateſman to the Cit, - and 
damn Plays before they are aRed, eſpecially if the Au- 
thor be unknown. This ended, the Cards are call'd for 5 
' Hef. And open War proclaim'd ; and every Cock-l 
boat proves a Privateer. * 54 
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The GAMESTER. 37 
val. Our Engagements are not ſo. terrible; with us 
Revenge reaches no further than the Pocket. "+ 78 
Hect. No more don't a Highwayman's ; and yet the 
orld thinks both Lives equally immoral. | 

val. None of your Similes, Sirrah, do you hear ?— 
IV cre is the Immorality of Gaming ?—Now, I think 
nere can be nothing more moral. —It unites Men of 
u Ranks, —the Lord and the Peaſant, —the haughty 
ID ucheſs and the City Dame, — the Marquis and the 
ootman, all without Diſtinction play together. 


7 And ſure that Life can ne er offen/ſiue prove, 

15 That teacheth Men ſuch peaceful Ways of Love. 
as Hes. The Marquis of Hazard, Sir nm | 
Val. The Marquis of Hazard, what wants he ? 


3 0 
3 TY —— a 4 


ET Ms 
1 fo 
8 ——— 

— DN 
— r 


— 
— 
* 


8 ee — — * . 8 A. 
n B 1 e 
— — 7 
„„ ˙»- a 
* as TX 1 - 


=_ Enter Marquis. 

Marg. Do you hear; do you wait with my Chair at 

oe Corner of the Street, for I would be zxcognizo. 

ea. What does he pretend to? 

Marg. I preſume, Sir, your Name is Valere. | 

Val. I don't remember f ome had any other, Sir. 

Marg. Sir, I ſhould take it as an extraordinary Fau 

our, if you'll be pleaſed to command the Abſence or 

our Valet de Chambre, | | 
Exit Hector. 


Ja. Be gone. "IE 
Marg. Now, Sir, do you know who I am ? 
Ja. I think, Sir, I never had the Honour of you 
= cquaintance, | 

Marg. Allons Courage; puſh him home, he ſeems 
aunted already; (4/ide.) Sir, I have made the Tour 
f Europe, and have had the Reſpect paid to me in all 
Courts that became my Quality: In Spain I kept Com- 
any with none but Arch-Dukes, in France with Princes 
f the Blood, —and ſince I have been here, I have had 
the ——— to ſup or dine with moſt of the great People 
5 urt. = 

Fal. Why ſo hot, Sir? | 
Marg. And, Sir, my Perſon is not more known than 
y Valour—I have fought a Hundred Duels, and never 
- Pail'd to kill or 22 receiving the leaſt 
, 5 Val. 
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Pal. You had very good Luck, truly, Sir—Wha 9 
does the Blockhead aim at? Ali. vx 
Marg. Sir, Fortune owes my Life Protection, for 
Sake of the noble Race from which I ſprung—my Fa- 
ther's Grandfather's great Grandfather was Viceroy off 
Naples. | 

Val. Oh! One may ſee that in your Air, Sir. 7 

Marg. Now, Sir, there is a certain Lady that has 2 
Paſſion for my Pers not that I am in Love with her: 
Only Gratitude, and I am inform'd by her Woman, 


that you make your Addreſſes there; now, Sir, I ſuffer Y e 
no Man beneath my Quality to mix his Fretenſtons with 
mine. 

Val. The Lady? s Name, Sir? 

Marg. The Lady Wealthy. he 
Val You are miſinform'd, upon my Word, Sir; chat 7g 
Lady is at your Service for me. 0 

Marg. That Declaration comes not from your Heart | Kb. 
your Encomiums on Angelica laſt Night ſerv'd only to 
conceal your Love from me, NM 
Val. So far from that, I did not know you ll you _ 
had left the Room. pe 
Marg. Sir, I ſay you muſt not pretend to vie vin 8 
Quatiy. = 
Val. I know the Diſtance Fortune has put berweeaſ dF 
5, Sir: 1 
Marg. Then pray obſerve it, Sir; — Don't think every Wn” 
Fellow we condeſcend to play with, fit Companions for WH 
us Men of Quality. 1 
Val. (Cocking bis Hat.) Fellow, Sir 
[ Laying his Hand on bis dauere NN 
Marg. Yes, Fellow, Sir.— He has a Heart, I. find, 
P11 moderate my Paſſion. [ 4/1: 
Val. You will have it then, I ſee. [Draw a 
Marg. No, N_ my Word, Sir, I was in * all the . 
while. bo a 


Val. But I am in earneſt, 3 therefore draw—|i | I : 
What, does the Courage of your Royal Anceſtors, Vice · 
roys of Naples, fail you; 3 8 

Marg. Sir, I made a Vow never to kill another Man, e 
—and therefore pray put up; you have given me as 
much Satisfaction as I deſu'd—1I thirſt for no Revenge. 1 
Gi 
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Val. Sir, I am not to be trifled with, the Wine is 


h x 
2 


74: arawn, and you ſhall drink. [ Slaps him. 
rl = 12 Enter Hector. | 
o. Hey! what's the Matter? 


[ Lays hold of the Marquis, avho draws. 
Marg. Ha! Company ! Nay, then—Sir, this is too 
nuch to bear. 5 | | 


8 2 | 
er: Heck. Hold, hold, Sir, hold, what do you do? 
an, Val. Ay, ay, prithee let him go, he is not ſo dan- 


gerous as thou imagin'ſt, Hector, — Ha, ha, ha! | 
Hee. Why then let him go. — There, Sir, I have done. 
Marg. I ſhall find a Time, Sir. W 
Val. To be kick'd—you have been uſed. too civilly 
Were. 18 
Hect. A Time! For what? What the Devil, do you 
ome into our Nation, to crow over us—l believe we 
ſhall find a Time this Campaign to teach you better 
anners—your capering Country is fitter for Dancing- 
Maſters than Soldiers—ha, ha, ha! 8 5 
Marg. It ſuits not with my Quality to anſwer the Im- 
pertinence of a Valet Monſieur adieu—prenez garde 


ith ne autre fois. | [ Exit. 
Pal. Coxcomb, below my Reſentment.—( Looking en 
en Fs Watch.) I have out- ſtaid my Time. 
; Now F ortune be my Friend, I'll aſk no more, 
ry One lucky Hour may double all my Store. 


N Hed. Or make you Bankrupt, as you was before. [Ex. 


SCENE changes. 
A Table, with Pen, Ink, and Paper on it. 
1 | Enter Lady Weaithy la. 
T. Val. Which Way ſhall I contrive to. diſappoint 
s Siſter's Wiſhes ? Now would I give Half my Eſtate 
feed my Vanity. Oh, that I could once bring Yalere 
d vithin my Power, I'd uſe him as his ill Breeding de- 
Er ves ; I'd teach him to be particular. He has pro- 
—_'d Angelica to play no more: I fancy that proceeds 
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n, L l 
om his Want of Money, rather than Inclination.—If 
e. Could be ſure of that I'll try, however. If my Project 
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takes, I ſhall again break their Union—and if I can't 
ſerve my Pride, I ſhall at leaſt diſturb their Peace ; and 
either brings me Pleaſure. (Sits down and writes.) 
Now, how ſhall I convey this to his Hands—It is not 
proper to ſend any of my own Servants — Who! 
there ? 5 


Enter Mrs. Betty. 


oy. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam ? 
al. Ay, get me a Porter. 

4 A Porter! Madam: Robin, John, and * cho. 
las, are all within. 

L. Neal. And what then? Do as I bid you. 

Betty. What can ſhe want with a Porter! — I am re. 
ſolv'd to watch. [Ex 

L. Neal. Tis better being confin'd to 'a Deſart, 
where one never ſees the Face of Man — than not to be 
admir'd by all. Enter Porter.) Here, Carry this to 
Mr. Yalere: Do you know him ? 
Port. Ves, an't pleaſe your Honour, very well. 

I. Veal. Go, bring me an Anſwer, then. [Exit ber 


Enter Lovewell. 


Ha! Lowenvel/f I muſt avoid his 8 leſt he diſ. 
cover this Intrigue—He'll be alarm'd at the Sight of a 
Porter in my Lodgings, — Beſides, my Soul reſents the 
ill Treatment I have given him — He, indeed, merits 
better Uſage — But I ow not how, J cannot reſolve 
on Matrimony. [Exit 
Love. Gone! Am J then ſhunn'd like peſtilential Air 
—yet doom'd to doat upon her cold Indifference— 
Oh! Give me Patience, or I burſt with Rage — There 
muſt be more than her bare Temper in't — She loves 
Ay, there's the Cauſe — Oh! the racking Thought : 
By all the Powers, it fires each vital Part, and with a 
double Warmth ſtrikes every active Senſe. | 


Hear me, ye Poæu'rs.— And if you e er deſign 
To make this dear, this ſcornful Brauty mine, 
Grant in the Eieu— I may my Rival meet, 


And throw him gaſping at 2 Lady's Feet, Exit. 


Bute 


- 
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Enter Angelica, and Favourite, with a Letter in ber 
Hand. . X 
Ang. I ſhall not open it, indeed—If you venture to 
eceive Letters again, without my Leave, I ſhall diſ- 
harge you from your Attendance, Mrs. Favourite. 
Fav. I do it for your Good, Madam. 
Ang. For my Good! Impertinence Am I to be go- 
ern'd by thoſe I may command ? es 
Fav. In ſpite of all that I can do, I ſhall loſe my 
Salary : For when he finds the Cauſe go backwards, he'll 
ee no more. NE _ 
8 Enter Dorante. | 
Ang. So, he's here, too; by your Appointment, I 
SOT; - | 5 
Hor. May I venture to approach the Rays of that Di- 
mity, which dart into my Soul an impetuous Flame ? 
| fig. O, dear Sir, there's a Fire in the next Room, 
yboſe Flames will warm you better than my Beauty, I 
ve.” 
Fav. Well, really, Madam, I think Valere could not 
ave expreſs'd himſelf finer. | 
Ang. Ceaſe your odious Comparifons — Mr. Dorante, 
dight I adviſe you, make your Addreſſes to my Wo- 
an I'm ſure you'll meet a kind Reception; ha, ha, ha! 
Dor. Your Woman, Madam! I thought a Perſon of 
dur Rank knew how to treat a Gentleman better. 
Arg. And I thought a Perſon of your Years might 
ve ui-derſtood better, than to make Love to one of 
ine, | 
Der. My Years, Madam! I'm not ſo old—Can I help 
y being in Love with you? 1 
Ang. No more can Favourite being in Love with you. 
Fav. You are always witty upon me, Madam — ['d 
ve her to know I love a young Fellow as well as 
Erſelf. [Alie. 
Dor. Tis for my extravagant Nephew that I am de- 
is d; that complicated Piece of Vice, whoſe head- 
ong Courſes, and luxurious Life, will ruin both your 
ace and Fortune. I ſaw him a little while ago enter 
ze of thoſe Schools of Poverty, a Gaming-hauſe, in 
« Martin's Lane. | | | | 


Cc cw — Goa co 


Ang. : 
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: Why, that 1s true, Madam. 


more. 


| kles for Haſte He has ſent me Poſt for his laſt aui 


Ang. Tis falſe. | 
Fav. Nay, Madam, I dare ſay 'tis true — Yond, 
goes his Man; P11 call him, and convince you. 
[ Exit, and re-enters avith Hef 
Ang. He cannot be ſo ungrateful, after my laſt F; 
vours — Hector, where's your Maſter ? 
Het. Where-e'er his Perſon is — his Heart is wit 
your Ladyſhip, Madam; I dare anſwer for him. 
Ang. That's foreign to my Queſtion ; where is he? 
Dor: Yes, yes, he's a fit Perſon to enquire of, trulj 
Hee. Sq J am, Sir; for nobody knows my Maſtc 
Out- -goings and his In- comings better than myſelf. 
Ang. Come, you ſhall tell me — Dorante ys he f 
him go into a Gaming-houle. 
Het. Diſcover'd !—Nay then I muſt bring him of 


Ang. Perfidious ! | 
Hect. But, Madam, it is to take his Leave, upon! 
Word — He's gone to play, with a Deſign to play 


Fav. Now, Madam, who was in the right ? 

Ang. Is it poſſible a Man can be ſo baſe ! 
Dor. There are Men, Madam, that ne'er were gu 
' of ſach Crimes. 

. He. But, Madam, you won't hear me — my M 
ter is making all the Speed he can to put himſelf i 
Condition to keep his Word with you : He is ſhak 
his Elbows, rattling the Box, and breaking his Kn 


"ary Guineas, which when he has thrown off, he'll 
. himſelf at your Feet, with full Reſolution never to to 
Box or Dice more. 1 

ae, A likely Matter, truly. 

Hecz. So it is, Madam, for he'll put it out of 

Power to offend again 

Dor. Till he has a new Recruit. | 

Heck. Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Serv: 
I muſt fly ; for my Maſter will think every Hour 8e 
all Jam there. 

Dor. Now, 3 are you „„ 
yet accept a Heart devoted only to your Charms? 


} 


me 
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Ang. No more of your Fuftian—tis unſeaſonable ; 
don't provoke me to uſe you worſe. than good Manners 
will allow: T reſpect your Age, but hate your 

2 Well, ſcornful Maid, take up with your Game- 
ſter, do: You'll be the firſt that repents it. And fo 
farewell. Exit. 

Ang. O, my too conſtant Heart! canſt thou {til] hald 
the Image of this faithleſs Man—And yet methinks I'd 
fain reclaim him— I'll try the laſt Extremity, 


For when from Ill a Praſelyte we gain, 
The Goodneſs of the Af rewards the Pain : 
But if iny honeft Arts Jucceſsleſs prove, 

To make the Vices of his Soul remove, 

JI die—or rid me from this Tyrant Love. 


End of the TaHinD Ac r. 
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| Inc 
Enter Valere with a Box and Dice in his Hand, as fron ort 

| Play to a Porter—Betty liftening, 1 oy 


Beity.QO; thus far I have followed this Porter: Hen 
I'll obſerve who he wants 'm ſure tis again 

the Intereſt of Mr. Lowewell, 3 
Val. From a Lady, ſay'ſt thou? and muſt be deli 

ver'd into my own Hand ——ꝛ— „ 
Betty. As I imagin' d. | | 

Val. Prithee, Fellow, doſt know what tis to inter 
rupt a Gamefter, when his Fortune's at Stake—Seve 
pf Eleven have more Charms now than the brightel 
Lady in the Kingdom Opens the Letter.) Reads 
Humph—Paur/uant to what I told you before Angelic 
that a Declaration of Lowe would not be difagreeable, | 
confirm my Words in a Golden Shower —' Tis what [ belirn 
moſt acceptable to a Man in your Circumſtances. (Wel 
gueſs d, e Faith.) A Bill for One Hundred Pound 
payable at Sight—Monfieur le Porter, your very hun 
ble Servant— Tell the Lady, I am her's moſt obedient 
Iy lt requires no other Anſwer, till I fly myſelf to n 

turn my Thanks. 5 
Port. Ves, Sir. I xi Portes 
Val. What muſt I do now ? Prove a Rogue, and be 
tray my Friend Lovewe!l!—If I accept this Preſent, 
muſt make my Returns in Love ; for when a Wido 


parts with Money, tis eaſy to read the valuable Conf 
deration the expects: But then Augelica, the dear, Mains 
faithful Maid —But then a Hundred Guineas, the dei 


tempting Sight !—Ha, Lowvewe!/! thou com'ſt in geo 
Time; for my Virtue's ſtaggering. 

Pt Enter Lovewell. | 

| "Lov. L have been ſeeking you all the Town over. 
Val. And what News ? Thou haſt a very love-fi 


Countenance : The Widow has us'd thee ſcurvily, 
knew. | 8 , 
9 
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Low. Beyond all bearing—-/alere, thou ever wert 
y Friend; prithee inſtruct me —Help to find the 
urſed Rival out—'Tis not the Fool Marquis, I'm con- 
inc'd; but ſome lurking Villain, ſome Wretch un- 
orthy of her Charms—elſe her Vanity would ne'er 
onceal him, | 

Val. Hold, hold, Friend! You run on a little too 
aſ.— What would your Mightineſs do now, ſuppoſing 
ou diſcovered this deteſted Rival? 

Loy. I'd force him to renounce her; or loſe my Life, 
nd leave her free. | | 

Val. Why then, I have ſuch a Reſpect for this Gen- 
leman, that I muſt preſerve him from your Lion-like 


ury. Ee Ns 
- Ha! Do'ſt thou know him, then? — Oh, I 
harge thee, by our paſt Years of Friendſhip, and by 
ny Peace of Mind, which this cruel Woman takes 
kternally away, tell me but who he is, deſcribe him to 
ne. Is he a Gentleman ? | | 
Val. Yes, faith. | 
Low. And handſome ? 
Val. The Ladies think ſo. # 
Lov. Tell but his Name, that my Revenge may 
each him. Haſt thou a Friend more dear than I ?=— 
o, no; thy Companions are no Friends: Gameſters 
nd Profligates—whom, in thy reflecting Hours, I know 
hou hateſt—She is not fit for one of theſe. 
Val. The Spark is a little given to Gaming, I con- 
eſs — yet holds his Noſe as high as your Widow; I 
an tell you that. | 
Lov. Prithee, trifle no longer with me—nor jeſt with 
Pains like mine. | ets 
Val. Do you know her Hand? 
Low, Death! Does ſhe write to him? 
Val. Theſe Credentials will confirm ſhe does. 
[ Gives him her Letter auith the Bill. 
Liv, Confuſion to thee—Ard a Bill for Money— 
way, it cannot be — By Hell, the Company thou 
eep'ſt has taught thee to be a Villain: I hou haſt 
bus'd her Honour, which I will juſtify. Draw. 
Val. Here's a Rogue, nou— When I have withſtood 
emptation would have ſhook a Hermit—he'd cut 
| my 


dme CAMES FER, 
my Throat for not taking his Miſtreſs from him — 


Well! theſe romantic Lovers are whimſical Things — 
Hark ye, Charles, I believe you know I am no Coward, 


and if your fighting Fit remains on you till 'To-morrow eth. 

Morning — ll meet you when and where you pleaſe ; Wwe, 

but 1 am engag'd now—as you may fee. Farewell L. / 

[ Exit, ſhewing him the Box, &c. ebe. 

Low. What Man, but would for ever ſcorn, deſpiſe ll kr 

this falſe Ingrate— But I'm a Slave to Love, and bound erg. 

with ſuch a Chain, no Injuries can break— Some. WW, 
thing mult be done; but what I know not. [Exit 

Mrs. Betty comes forwards, HA Nabe 

Berty. So; my Lady has brought herſelf into a fine I. / 


Præmunire. Well! Pm glad I heard this; and hope 
to make it turn to Mr. Loweave!/'s —_— ho 1s 
a en Man, and deſerves a Counteſs: . 


SCENE changes tc Lady Wealthy” S Lain: 


Lady Wealthy ela. 
L. Yeal. So; thus far 'm ſucceſsful : The Porter 


ſays he was tranſported with the Letter, and will in— 
ſtantly be here Who's there? (Enter Footman.) Bid 
my Woman come hither. 

Footm. She's not within, Madam. 

L. Veal. How, not within! 

Footm, Here ſhe comes. 


Enter Betty. 


1. Veal. Hey! Where have you been to put yourſelf 
in this Heat? 
Betty. Speaking to a Relation, Madam. | 
„ A Relation; ſure *twas a warm Conference 
has left ſuch Signs on't in your Cheeks.—Set my Toi- 
lette—Pll throw theſe mournful Blacks away—adorn'd 
in chearful White, receive and charm my Hero. 

Betty. Mr. Lowvewell, Madam. 4 
L. Veal. No, Fool: When did you ever ſee me dreſs 
at an old Lover? He's mine; ſecurely mine: But Va- 
lere, the Gay, the Rover, the unconquer'd Rambler; 

he, he alone deſerves my Care. 
Betty. 
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Betty. Madam, might I preſume to ſpeak. | 
L. Weal. Your Nonlenie freely; I am in a good Hu- 
dur, and can bear it all. | 
Betty. Then Yalere is the moſt ungrateful—and Mr, 
vevell the moiſt accompliſh'd of any Man breathing. 
L. Weal. Ha, ha, ha! And is this your Speech— 
well is beholden to you, truly; and Mr. Valere 
ll know his Friend. | 

Betty, I hate him, Madam; and you have Reaſon. 
Meal. Peace. I find I gave you too much Liberty. 


Enter a Footman. 
Foot. Madam, a Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
L. Meal. Humph; from Loweavel!: I know the Hand; 
ne Compliment, ſome difinal Madrigal, or tedious 
tty, in worſe Proſe, I am ſure. (Opens it.) Ha, my 
mn Bill! What means this—Madam — You have be- 
ed your Favours unworthily » Notwithſtanding this 
oof, I would have fought, defended you beyond Demonſira- 
1; but your new Choice declin'd the Sword—and that 
e I fo languiſh'd for. 
Your Neglected, Injur'd, but ſtill Faithful, 
| e LOVEVEILI. 

ſe Traytor! Is this a Man of Honour? this the Re- 
n to my Advances ?—It is impoſſidle— He has way- 
Id the Porter, brib'd him, and deceiv'd me. 
Betty. Indeed he has not, Madam. 
Meal. Why, know you aught of this? 
Betty. Yes, I can tell you all—if you will promiſe 
interpret for the Good of him who loves you truly. 

Meal. Come in, and let me hear the Story—If 
lere has triumph'd o'er my Weakneſs, and expos'd 
unrequeſted Bounty — 


pc Repulſe may fix this wand" ring Heart: 
nd conſtant Lowe may meet its due Deſert. (Going.) 


Enter the Marquis. ; 


larg. Turn back, bright Fair, and liften to an Ac- 
n glorious as Conde, Luxembourg, or Heſſe, or any He 


Lever grac'd the Field. | 
L. Veal. More Plagues!——T begin to grow weary of 


s Train of Fools—Pray make your Story ſhort, Sir. 
Marg. 
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Marg. I'll be as conciſe as the Heroick Deed en, 
Vidi, Vici, as Ce/ar ſaid. 
L. Meal. Over whom was this Conqueſt ? Your Foot 
man and your Taylor? | | | 
Marg. No, Madam, over my Rival, YValere. 
L. Veal. Ha! Where met you that Report? 
Marg. Every where——The World ſays you are in 
Love with him—”'Tis all the Diſcourſe at the Chocolat: 
Heouſe. „„ 
I.. Wal. Confuſion! Am I become ſo wretched— 
ſhall be ſong in Ballads, ſhortly. I 
Marg. Having a profound Reſpect for your Ladyſhii 
away flew I to his Lodgings—where J had no ſoone 
enter'd, but the Memory of your Wrongs-— ſer th: 
ſtormy Marks of Anger on my Brow—— Sir, ſaid ] 
Sir, ſaid he, your moſt humble Servant=—Sir, ſait 
J-—here is a Rumour ſpread abroad, prejudicial to the 
Reputation of a Lady, whom I have honour'd with ny 
_ Eſteem. f h 
L. Zeal. Honour'd ! Oh, audacious! 
Marg. And Report ſays you are the Author — WI Hie's 
I ſaid he, in the meekeſt, humbleſt Tone that eve 
Love begg'd in—frighted out of his Wits— He 
Name, I pra-— which when I had told him, and bie 
him draw; he cooly diſclaim'd his Paſſion, and ſaid, 
might take you with all his Heart, for he would no 
fight=——At which I ſtept up to him, ſaying, San 
vous, Mon/ieur, du Lanſguene.—that is as much as to 
ſay, in Exgliſb, a Filip of the Noſe, Madam—at whid 
the good Gentleman pull'd off his Hat, and made nt 
the loweſt Bow; and J, in Triumph, lefi———Now, nf 
Reward— my Reward, Madam. | 
L. Weal. Your Reward; never to ſee me more: For 
though J love Valour, I know this Story falſe——and yol 
made up of Cowardice. D'ye hear — if ever my Doo 
are open [Emer three Foetmen] to this bold Intrude 
more, I'Il have your Liveries pull'd over your Ear, 
| | Extt 
Marg. Gone! ] durſt have ſworn ſhe coals? hart 
married me for the News— Now here's a good Inver- 
tion loſki—Ah poor Monſieur Marie, thou'lt never wy 
| wit 
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with theſe Women of Quality—T muſt to ſome rich 
toothleſs City Dame | | 

On them my 3 and my Shame may paſs : 


a 
2 
\ 


Theſe Court-end 
S CEN E, the Street. 


| Hedtor las. 


He#. Well, I have not Patience any longer to ſee 
this Mafter of mine play—TI find which Way he's go- 


ts diſtover me an 4/s. Exit. 


ing —Odſo, here's his Father —How ſhall I ſend him 


away For if he ſhould fee his Son come out of this 
Gaming-houſe, we ſhall be undone again Enter 
ir Tho. Valere.) O Sir, I have been all over the 
Town to look you— - 2, | 
Sir Tho. For what, pray? Did my laſt Greeting 
pleaſe you ſo well, that you've a mind to more on't ?— 
here's the Rake your Maſter? & | 
Hef. Oh, Sir, happy, happy beyond Expreſſion — 
He's with Angelica, who has preſented him with her 
picture, ſet round with Gems of ineſtimable Value. 
Sir Tho, Ha! Say'ſt thou ſo, Boy? And is he likely 
to carry Angelica ? | | 
Heck. Carry her, Sir; why the Buſineſs is done, and 
nothing wanting but your Preſence, with a Lawyer, to 
t 'em for the Prieſt—Good Sir, make haſte— | 
Sir Tho. I'll be there in an Inftant—And ſhall I be 
Grandfather ? — Adad, I could find in my Heart to 
give thee Sixpence for thy News — And I will, too — 
here, He&vr, drink your young Maſter's and Lady's 
Healths, Sirrah—Ah, my dear Boy, emmy, I forgive 
hee all—]'m ſo tranſported, I think it an Age till I 
mbrace thee. | | [ Exit. 
Hef. *Fore George, if this old Fellow finds me in a 
Lie, as he moſt certainly will ;—for if Angelica hears my 
aſter is at play again, ſhe'll never have him, that's 
ure, too I muſt let him know what I have done, and 
get him in the Mind to go this Hour to Ange/iza—or 
Hector's Bones will pay for't. | | 
To ſerve my Maſter, 1 a Lie may tell, 
But would not juffer, when I mean it well, [Exit. 
| | C '-S&. C NE 


* 


Come, and that little Silver, too. 


You're in once, Gentlemen. 


F Cogd. There, Gentlemen, I have brought you of 
again, [To the *Rakes.] 
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SCENE 4 tſcovers a Canter Table, with Vatrke, Val 
Count COGDIE, and other Gentlemen, at Hazard, 
with ſeveral Rakes and Sharpers, waiting round th 
Table; a Box- Keeper and ttendants. | 


Code. eee do you et, Gentlemen? 
Box-K. Seven's the Main. | 
1/ Gent. That. - 
-. 2d Gent, Ten Pieces. 
Yal. The Devil's in the Dice—There, Sir, an Hun- 
dred Guineas, [ Angrily. 
| [Cogdie rattling the Box, and confodering 
awhere to throw, 
Box-K. Knock where you are, Sir. > 
Cogd. I am at the faireſt only. (Throws out the Dice, ) 


Box-K, Four to Seven, 

1 Rake. Mr. Cogaie, to three a Crown, wall I? 
24 Rake. To three and eleven Guineas, if you pleaſe, 
1/ Sharp. Here's three Crowns to eleven, and if | 

loſe, by all that's good I know not where to eat. 
Cog. (To 1½ Rake) You go to three a Crown; [of 24 

Rake, ) you to three and eleven Guineas; (to Sharper,) 

you ſhall go yours to eleven, Zack. 

Box-K. Pray, Sir, throw away, don't hold the Box 
all Night. 
Ceg. There. (Shakes the Box and throws three} 


Both Rakes. We go again, | 
Cogd. With all my Heart. [Shakes the Box agait 
and throws fout 


Box-K. Four, Trey-Ace, 


Val. You did not throw out your Dice fair, and [ll 
not yield it. 
Cogd. Judgment, Gentlemen. 
1/t Gent. I think *twas fair enough. | 
15 Gent. Ay, ay, a Man may throw his Dice how he 
eaſes. 
pl Val. Sir, I ſay this Hat's white, EIn a Paſſion. | 
fol 20 


3 
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Cogd. I ſay fo, too. 
Val. Tis falſe, 'tis black. 
Cad. As you ſay, T'think it is black. 
; Val. No, Sir, tis neither black nor white. | 
Casa. Nay, very likely, Sir, —He has loſt his Money 
nd now he grows mutinous. 
Byx. K. Come, pray Gentlemen don' t quarrel, and 
Il aſk it round. 
Cogd. Aſk what, you Blockhead ? whether his Hat's 
lack or white ? [Toffes a Pair of Dice in his Face. 
Box-K. No, Maſter, whether you won hs Money or 
ot. 
2d Cent. He won it fairly. Come Palere, Pll wa 
hee ten Pieces ; ſet boldly, ſet boldly, I warrant thee 
uck, Boy. | 
% Gent, Ay, ay; come, whole is the Box ? 
Cogd. *Tis mine | 
2d Gent, Throw a Main, then. 
Cogd. Five. | 
Box-K. Five's the Main. | 
Val. There—take all. | | 
I/ Gent. That 24; 5 
24 Gent. That a 
Cogd. Where I was laſt, ow, little Dice, 
Val. Shake your Dice. 
Cogd. There, Sir. (Shakes the Dice and ehrows Dees 
ce.) Oh, burn 'em. 
Box-K. Deuce Ace. 
Val. Out—Give me the Box- Six. | | 
Box-K. Six is the Main. | 5 
0 Cogd. There, Sir, if you aun throw at it. 
i If Gent. That | 
24 Gent, That | | 
Val. At you all [ Shakes tbe Box and throws 
| Quatre Deuce. 
Box-K. Six. Quarter Deuce, you've won it, Sir, 
Cogd, Um! | Seems diſordered. 
Val. Come, Seven. [ T brows. 
Cogd. An Hundred Guineas. 
Val. Now little Dice. | 
Co2gd. Not another Nick, ſure. [Speaks as Vater is 
ving to o throw the Dice, | 
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Val. Nick, by Juno 
Box- K. Cinque Deuce. 

<Cogd. Oh! Blogd ! and Death, and Fire! | Ri/es. 
avalks about in a Paſh 


Val. Nine. 7 hrows. 
Box-K. Nine's the Main. 
Cogad. There, Sir, I'll ſet you Two Hondred Guinea 7a). 
upon that Note. Box- 
val. Note, Sir! Whoſe Note is it, pray? 
Cod. Why, tis very good, Sir, 'tis _ Sir F 

Ch—d. 

Val. At it, Egad. [Throws. 

\ Bex-K. Nine, Cinque and Quatre, the Box is 4 

Cogd. Um ! [Throws away the Dice, breaks the Bu 
Sir, I bar that Throw. 

Val. Sir, I did not ſee you, —and I won it fairly. 
| Cogd. The Devil! I that underſtand Play fo well, 
be bubbled of my m I ſay this Hat's white 
Who dare ſay the contrary ? 


Val. Not I, indeed, Sir. Doze 
Cogd. I ſay tis black. — 

Val. Why, as you ſay, I think *tis black. Box- 
Cogd. I ſay, Sir, 'tis neither black nor white. 41g. 


Val. Then it ſhall be green, blue, red, or yellow, Val. 
| what you pleaſe, Sir. I have more Manners than 
guarrel now I'm on the winning Side, ha! ha! ha! 
1/ Gent. Prithee, don't quarrel with him, you'll gt 
nothing by it. Yalere will fight, you know, 
Cogd. And ſo will I, Sir. You're all a Parcel of- 
If ever I play upon the Square again 'I give 
Leave to make Dice of my Bones. 
Val. Ha! ha! ha! Hold, let me pay my Debi 
There, Sir [te 2d Gent. 
Box-K. You owe a Box, Sir, an't pleaſe you. 
Val. There Gives a Shilling. 
Box-K. You owe me a Teaſter for a Back-hand Ti 
A little while ago, Maſter. 
Val. There, you Dog. [| Grwves him Six-pince, | 
Box-K. Thank you, Maiſter—PlI thank any Gen 
man that will put that Shilling i in che Box. 
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Enter An gelica in Max's 0 oaths. 


Ang. Ay, here he is. 

Val. Come, Seven. 
Box-K. Seven's the Main. | 
1 Gent. That. | 
24 Gent. That 

Val. Tis mine. 

Box-K. Eleven. 

24 Gent. I never ſaw ſuch Fortune: 
% Gent. Here's the laſt of a Hundred, if Luck turn 
ot, I'm broke. a 
Ang. Save you, Gentlemen — may one fling off a 
vinea or two with you? [This while Cogdie fits di/- 

ordered, and plays by himſelf at. another Table, 
'Val. Ay, a Hundred, if you pleaſe; a pert young 
_ {Wubble this; lung Six. 
F 2 Six is the Main. 
0 Fifty Pieces, Sir. : 
2 Well ſaid, Stripling- Down with — or 
Dozen Dice Deuce Ace- Ah ſplit it— 
[T brows down the Box. 
Box-K. Deuce Ace. : 


. Our, Sir, give me Fiſty Guiness, Sir. : 

„ There tis, Sir. [Cogdie riſes and comes to Angelica. 

Cegd. [To Angelica. ] sir, will you do me the Favour 

let me go two Pieces with you? I am juſt ſtript. 

Ang. With all my Heart, Sir. Come, Gentlemen, 

( brows] ſet boldly. 

Box-K. Five's the Main. 

Val. A Hundred Guineas. 

Ang. Along, [throws,] 'tis mine. [ Seueeps the * 

Box- K. Five, Trey, Deuce. 

Ang. [To Cogdie.] There's your two pieces, Sir. 

Cogd. I go the four, Sir, if you 1 

Ang. By and by, Sir, you ſhall, t — 

1/ Gent. I'm broke; but I'Il be here again 8 
: | EE Xtt. 

2d Gent. I'll throw off this Stake—If Luck turn not, 


muſt home for Recruits, too. | 
Ang. Come on, then, Sir, Six. [ Throws, 


Box-K. Six 1 is the Main. 5 al 


Je, 
90 f 


C; 


- your humble Servant. 


my Life. [Takes out the Tian 


to my Soul. „„ 
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Yal. In my Conſcience, I beliave- this young Da 
will ſtrip us all. There, Sir. 


Ang. And there, Sir. 5 [Sweeps the Mong, 
Box-K. A Dozen. | | 


224 Gent, 1 hope you'll ſtay till my Return. [Exit 


Ang. If theſe Gentlemen can hold me Play. 

Box-K. I hope, Gentlemen, you won't ſtay late, fo 
fear of the Preſs-maſters; here were two Gangs laſt Night 
before Twelve o' Clock. 

l All the Sharpers ſneak off, and leave An gelic 
and Valere together. 

Ang. Pſhaw, hang the Preſs-maſters ; come, Sir, Five 

Box-K. Five's the Main. 

Val. That upon Five. 

Aug. Nicx | 

Box-K. Five, Quatre Ace; you owe me a Sou Sir, 

Val. Confuſion ! Did ever Man ſee the like? Thi 


Watch at Twenty Guineas, [ Sets a Geld Watth 
Ang. Done, Sir, Nine. I [Throm 
Box-K. Nine's the Main, | 


Ang. Tis mine. [DT hrewt, 
Box-K. Nine, Six, and Three: a Main above a Box, 
Val. Furies and Hell That Ring at Ten Guineas, 
Ang. Ha, ha, ba! with all my Heart, Sir; Six, again. 
| [Throw 
Box-K. Six is the Main. 
Ang. Nick again, ha, ha, ha! 
| Fes. k. Six, Cinque Ace, two Mains above a Box, 
Val. The Devil I'll ſet you a Hundred Guinea 
upon Honour, Sir. 
Ang. 1 beg your Pardon, Sir, I never play upon Ho 
nour with Strangers—lIf you have nothing elſe to {et 


Val. Death—ſhall he carry off my Money thus — 
Hold, Sir, Friends will be here preſently, I'll borros 
ſome of them. 

Ang. That's baulking my Hand — ] can't ſtay, Sr 
have you nothing elſe ? 

Val. Ves, one Thing, but that is dearer to me tha 


Ang. What can that be, pray? 
Val. 'Tis a Picture, the Original of which is nes 


* 


_ "hoo. ? 


The GAMESTE R. £8: - 
Arg. Piſh—a Trifle — (Oh! my Heart) — Yet you 
ſnan't ſay I'm ungenerous—whate'er you value it at, 
I'll anſwer it. „ v0 8. 
Pal. Value it at—It is not to be valued. 
Ang. Then you'll not ſet it; Sir, your Servant. 
Pal Stay, Sir—Luck may turn—PII ſet the Dia- 
monds at two Hundred Guineas. a 
Ang. Oh, Villain—Well, Sir, Seven— 
Box-K. Seven's the Main. * | 0 
53 [Angelica throws at the Pifure. 
Box-K. Four or Seven. | ” | . 
Val. I bar the firſt Throw. OT 
 Box-K. Bar. / 


[Angelica brows two or three Times and then wins it. 
Ang. *Tis mine, Sir. | a 


Box-K. Four, Trey Ace; you owe me three Boxes, 
Sir. ELSE og f | : 
Val. Eternal Furies—loſt—He ſhall reſtore it, or III 
cat his Throat Well, Sir, take the Diamonds, but I 
row WF muſt have the Picture. 9 | 

Ang. The Picture, Sir. 


YOu, Lal. Aye, the Picture, Sir. 

Box, Are. I won it, Sir, and I ſhan't reſtore it, I aſſure you. 
eas. Val. But you ſhall reſtore it, Sir, eber you and I part. 

gain Ang. If I ſhould draw a Duel upon my Hands here, 


FOUL, I'm in a fine Condition — ( Afde.) Nay, Sir, if you 
are angry, good. b'ye— _ 5 : 
Val. Nay, nay, nay, [runs between her and the Door.) 
you ſhan't carry off the Picture, by Hercules -—Look'e, 
Sir, either take my Bond, or fight me for't. [ Draws. 
Ang. Sir [Trembling] What ſhall I do? I muſt be 
oblig'd to diſcover myſelf —— 5 [Aliae. 


5 Enter Iſt and 24 Gentlemen. 


17 Gent, Hold, Valere. 
24 Gent. What's the Meaning of this? 
op ' | | [Lays Bold of Valere. 
Ang. Ha! A lucky Eſcape——: [ Runs off. 
Val. Away; ſtand off; or I ſhall make my Paſſage 
through you, Traytor, Dog — Oh, I could tear my 
Fleſh — Cat off theſe Hands that laid the Jewel down, 
and ſtab my Heart for having once conſented— 
| | Malis about raving. 
C 4 1/4 
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1/} Gent. What can be the Cauſe of this Paſſion 7 

2d Gent. O, he has loſt bis Money —Prithee don't 
let that trouble thee, I'll lend thee more—Come, let's 
throw for the Box. 

Val. Throw for the Devi!—No, henceforth a Game- 
ſter is my Foe; nor ſhould the Indies bribe me even to 
touch a Die; nor, after this Moment, will 1 e er ft 
Foot in ſuch a Houſe again. | 

Gent. The Man is mad. 

24 Gent. Prithee let's go ſeek out better Company. 

[ Exeunt, 

Val. Now I behold what a Monſter this darling Sin 

P made me, and loath r for my long Race of 
olly. 


Now J repent, but O it comes too late, 
And tis but Fuftice now that fhe ſhould hate: 

He that flies Virtue flill to follow Vice, 

Tir fits like me, he laſe his Paradiſe. 


End of the Fo un rn Act, _ 


SET 
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N 
SCENE, Valere's Lodgings. 
Valere /elus. 


Val. NJ HAT ſhall I do? There's no going near 


Angelica. The Action I have done carries 


ſuch a Face, that ſhe can ne'er forgive me. 
| Enter Hector. of” 
He. Another *ſcape, Sir, another 'ſcape. Your Fa- 
ther was juft at the Gaming-Houſe Door upon the hunt 
for you, —but thanks to my Wit, I found a Way to 
fend him packing. He's gone to Angelica's with a Laws 
yer. Follow him, follow him, Sir—If he gets there 
before. you, the old Gentleman will believe me no more 
—for I told him you ſtaid for him there=—Ha! he 
minds me not, Sir, Sir ! don't you hear me ? | 
Val. No: Þ'Il neither hear, nor ſee, nor eat, nor 
drink, nor ever reſt again. | 
Heck. Ah, the Devil! I ſhall be as ſlender as a Hazel- 
Switch in a little Time, then; for 1 ſuppoſe I muſt keep 
you Company in that thin Diet Ah! what I dreaded 
is come to paſs - What, then, is all the Money loſt? 
Vul. Money! My Life, my Soul is Joſt. | 
flea. Heyday ! What's the Matter now ? 
Vul. The Picture. 5 
Hect. The Picture, Sir——(w:ith a frightful Look.) 
Mercy on us ; fhake your Pockets, ſhake your Pockets, 
Sir. { Rans to Valere am ſhakes his Coat Packets, 
Val. Hold off: I tell thee I've loſt it at Play. 
Hea. Why then you have play'd fair—Why what 
will you do now, Sir? | 
Val. Cut your Throat, Sirrah, and then my own. 
. [ Clapping Bold of Hector. 
He. *'T was none of my Fault, Sir. { Half weeping. 
Val. O, no! It was my own: For had I taken thy 


Counſel, this Curſe had been prevented. | 
L : 1 C 5 H.. 
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Hef. Ay, Sir, but a Gameſter's Life was the moſt 
genteel of any—their Fob was a Fund, and their Hands 

Philoſophers Stones. Ay, Sir. 19 85 
Lal. No more go fetch me a Book — | fits down, 

He. What Book, Sir? 

Val. The firſt that comes to your Hand, no Matter 
which, [Exit Hector, returns with a Book, 

Hef. Here's Seneca, Sir? | 

Val. Well, read—Was ever Man ſo unfortunate ! 

| [Walking about in a thinking Poſture, 

Hef. Who, I read Seneca, - Sir ? 

Val. Why not? . 

Het. Iſeldom read any thing, Sir, but Almanacks. 

Val. Oh read, read at a Venture To loſe upon Se- 
ven, when the Chance was Four ! Confuſion! [ amps. 

Hee. read,. Be not taken with the glittering Dreams 
of Riches, their Poſſeſſion brings Trouble: Tranquillity 
is a Certain Equality of Mind, which no Condition of 
Fortune can either exalt or depreſs, If his Fortune be 
good, he tempers it; if bad, he maſters it.“ 26 

Val. The Devil was in me, that I could not leave of 
when I was a Winner. OE „„ 

Hef. ** What is the End of Ambition and Avarice? 
We are but Stewards of what we falſely call our own. 
All thoſe things which we purſue with ſo much Hazard, 
for which we break Faith and Friendſhip, what are they 
but the mere Depoſitor of Fortune, and not ours, but al- 
ready inclining towards a new Maſter.” Now will I be 
hang'd, if Seneca himſelf was not given to Gaming.— 
Sir, don't you think this looks like a moral Reflection 
after a Loſs.—In my Conſcience, Pm half in the Mind 
that he play'd away a Miſtreſs's Picture, toon mm 
Val. Ha! Name it not, for if thou doſt, I'll ſhake 
thee into Atoms. * [ Shaking him. 
Hect. Ah, Sir, I've done, I've done—But, Sir, this 
Seneca was a wondrous Man - Was he ever in London, Sir} 

Yal. No, he\liv'd at Rome. — Not one in ten! Oh, 
wretched Luck CE | 

He#. That's a long Way off—I thought indeed *twas 
ſomething made his 133 ſo little minded. Come, 
Sir, Courage. , - 


Val. Yes, I'll to the Camp, there, in the Service of 


my Country, expiate my Follies, Heal, 


win & 


nd „ I 


ure. 
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Heck. To the Camp, Sir, what do you mean? Ods- 
bud, Sir, go to Angelica this Minute, and marry her out 
of Hand, ſhe does not know you have loft the Picture, 
and when once ſhe's ſecure, if hs aſks for it, ſtop her 
Mouth with Kiſſes, Sir. 
val. Well, I will go, if but to take my Leave of her 
For I much fear ſhe'II read Guilt in my Face— 


This J reſolve, whatever Fate's in flore, 
To touch the curſt infeflious Dice no more. 
Het. Ay, ſtick you but there, and I warrant we 

proſper, 


=s, 


"VT. E N E, the Lady Wealthy's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Wealthy, Mrs. Betty 10 her. 
Betty. Madam, Mr. Lowexwell to wait on your Lady- 


ip. | | | 

. Meal. How ſhall I ſee him? Shame and Confuſion 
riſes in my Face, yet it is not in my Temper to own 
myſelf in the Wrong ; if he upbraids me, this is his laſt 
Viſit ; bring him up— 


Enter My. Lovewell. 


I ſuppoſe you come triumphant, but how, I give Ac- 
count of my Actions to no Man. Am free, and will fo 


rem ain. 


Love. Tis my hard Fortune ſtill to be miſtaken; my 
Love's too blind to think you do amiſs, —I have ſince 
been with Valere, ſworn to him the Letter was a Plot of 
mine, the Hand and Bill all counterfeit, to ſatisfy my 
jealous Scruple if there were Affairs between ye; he be- 
lieved it, and your Honour's free from all ill Tongues 
And the Wretch doom'd to be hated ſtill - Am come 
to take my everlaſting Leave. 

L. Veal. This Generoſity ſhocks me—[offide. ] Fave- 


| well, you have clear'd me to your Rival, but to your- 


ſelf can ſay ſhe was ungrateful and deſpiſed me ; Love 
without Eſteem is a forc'd Plant and wants its Root, 
therefore my ill Conduct parts us, and thank your ge- 


nerous Carriage for this ———— Spirits hard- 


55 wo themſelves to > blame,” KK 
-Q . 


- Hand is mine. 


„ 
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Lowe. Nor are you; I have not watch'd ſo many Years 


your Temper, each Torn and Sally of your Mind, but [ 
can judge it right; Honour is centered in your Soul, 


nor would you wrong it in an eſſential Part. All your 


little Affectations are but the Effects your Glaſs produ- 


ces, which tells you, Beauty like yours, may take ten 
thouſand Liberties. | = To 

L. Veal. You have choſe a _— Way to move my 
Heart, when I was arm'd with Accuſations to extenuate 
my Faults. And if I could perſuade myſelf to truſt a 
Man, I think it would be you. Dh 

Lowe. Oh cheriſh that kind Opinion, and if ever you 
do repent it, proclaim me to the World a Villain. 


L. Feat. This I reſolve in Favour of your noble 
Uſage, to baniſh from my Houſe that ſenſeleſs Train f 


Fop Admirers, which I always laugh at, and only kept 
to feed my Vanity. | | Ts 


Lowe. On my Knees I thank you; but do not, do not 


daſh my Tranſports by Delay. — Your Year of Wi- 
dowhood is juſt expir'd — reward my conſtant Love, 
and make me happy. A Huſband will fright the Fool 
Pretenders from approaching, and theſe fond Arms ſe- 
Eure you ever mine. 5 : 

I. Weal. Bleſs me, is the Man mad? Here would 
be a ſtrange Leap, indeed, from mortal Odds into Ma- 


trimony. No, no; a little longer Time muſt try you firſt. 
Lowe. If Time be now required, you may defer my 


Joys till Age has ftrew'd my Head with hoary Hairs; 
for from my very Infancy I have ador'd you—*T1s but 
a Month ago when my auſf;cious Stars inclin'd you to 
a Fit of Mercy.—I flew, got a Licence, came with ea- 
ger Hopes, and you deny'd to ſee me. The ſame Au- 
thority will do now. — Nor will J leave you, till your 


um 


Enter Betty. 

L. Veal. Betty, come to my Aid; here's an audaci 
Man will marry me, in Spite of my Teeth, this very 
Inſtant. . E 

Betty. O, Madam, the luckieſt Moment in the World. 
J have been juſt looking on Erra Pater, and there's the 
bappieſt Conjunction— And the Chaplain fauntering 
about the Gardens ready for Employment. : F174 
Th: #45 8 (Us 
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Lowe. Nay, look not back, your Eyes conſent, and 
PII have no Denial. . z | | 


I. Wral. Well, this is the maddeſt Thing— 
Love. The happieſt Thing Thus 


The wand” ring Fair are by long Courtſhip: hind, 
And conflant Lowe does luckieft Minutes find. 
5 3 [Excunt. 
Enter Angelica. „ 
Ang. Lovewell and my Siſter; happy Pair! Jam 
only curit in a looſe Reprobate, whom no Chance, no 
Obligations can fix. I muſt reſolve to blot him from my 
Soul but how hard 'tis to efface the firſt Impreflion—” 
Valere, if I can part with thee, Mankind will be upon 
the Square. Thy Uncle may fucceed ; old or young : 
For I ſhall never look with loving Eyes again—Let'me 
think To loſe my Picture O unpardonable Fault! 


Enter Dorante and Mrs. Favourite, at a diſtance. 
Fav. Now, Sir, is your Time; ſhe is horridly out 


of Humour. I know 'tis with Yalere; for nothing elſe 
makes her ſo. | | 


Dor. Madam, I hope you will pardon my Intruſion, 
when *tis to warn you of approaching Danger. I can 
prove to you my Nephew has broke all his Oaths, and 
played with the verieft Rakes the Town affords, in a 
publick Gaming- Houſe, | | 

Ang. Malice, Malice all, 

Dor. As this is true or falſe, may I your Love enjoy. 

Ang. Suppoſe it true, am I confin'd to make my 
Choice in your Family—or, indeed, to chooſe at all— 
Perhaps I'll never marry— RE IDE: 
Dor. O, ſay not ſo; let not ſo much Beauty loſe the 
End of its Creation—You ſhould bleſs the World with 
your Increaſe, . | 

Ang. Methinks you are too much in the Wain to 
think of Increaſe—However, I am yet reſolv'd on no- 
thing — and defire to be freed from Importunity—"Tig 
well you | „ a 
. Enter Valere and Hector. 
are come: Your Uncle has been uſing all his Rh 
to ſupplant you. | | | 


etorick 
Hect. 
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Hef. The Day's our own: She's in a Pure Humour. 

[ val. No clandeſtine Dealings, Uncle, I beſ-ech you: 
Give me fair Play, and let the Lady chooſe—— 

Ang. With what Aſſurance he approaches, Al. de. 

Dor. However her Choice may go, I know who de- 


ſerves her moſt—Pm no Gamefter, Sir—Her peaceful 
Hours of Reſt ſhall ne'er be broke by me. 


Heck. That I dare ſwear, [ Afeae. 


Val. No Reflections, Sir, on former Follies. - You in 


your Youth doubtleſs had your Share—: hough now you 


are paſt em, and only rail at what you can't enjoy— 
But | in my full Strength and Vigour give 'em over, re- 
ſolving never to indulge the tempting Vice again. 

Der. This you have oſten _— and as often broke 
your Vows, 


Val. I have: But *'tis not in the Powe of Fate to 


make me do't again; and what's paſt this Lady has 
forgiven. 
Ang. To end your Diſputes, Mr. Dorante, PII now 


own to you, that my Heart has been long fince given 


to Yalerc—and this Morning I renew'd my Vows. 
Val. O Tranſport! Now, Uncle, I hope you are ſa- 
tisfied. 

Dor. No, Sir, I am not ssd nor can 1 believe 
what the ſays real, without condemning her Judgment. 

Ang. A itrange poſitive old Man this—Yalere, pray 
clear his Underſtanding — Shew him the Preſent [ 
made you To-day ; then let him judge who I deſign 
my Heart for. 5 

Pal. Ha! What ſhall T fay ? | b Af. 

Het. O, I'm thunder- ſtruck! i [ Hat. 

Val. O ſpare his Age, Madam, I forgive him. He 
is my Uncle,” and I would not triumph ' Twould make 
him mad, ſhould I produce the Picture. 

Ang. No, no, fear not; tis rather Charity: For fince 
he on. Fe to believe my Words, *tis but Reaſon he 
mould have ocular Demonſtration. 

Val. He that doubts what's utter'd by that Tongue, 
is unworthy of your farther Care — Therefore pardon 
me, Madam; a Thing ſo ſacred. as your _— never 
mall convince him. 


* * 


the. 
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Hee Well hinted, I faith. Alu.. 


. But when I defire it, metbinks you ſhonld not 
: fuſs Obedience becomes a Lover. 

D Hef. Loft again. £ [Afar 
8. Val. You ever ſhall command me— 

ul [ Feeling firſt in one Pocket, then in other. 

Ha! Where did I put it ? 

1 | H:#. Humph. [ Lifting 1p his Eyes, 
in Ang. Tam amaz'd at his Müpedenes. . [ 4/ide. 


1 | Val. Bleſs me! ſure I did not leave it in the Bed. | 
Which Way ſhall I com? &T Al. de.) Heckor. | 


5g Hed, Sir " [ Looking very ff fimply 
; Val. Did you not ſee a Picture any where to Bay? 
va Hea. A Picture, Sir [In a Kind of Fright. 
Val. Ay, a Picture. What makes you look ſo, 
0 Sirrah? Ha! I ſuſpect your Rogueſhip has done ſome- 
thing with it. 
as 
' Flea. O dear, Sir [D Trenbling. 
Hal. Where is it ? * Raſcal, or I'll cut your 
W 
n Ears off, [ Dravs, 
x He. O wa forgive me, and I'll tell you the whole 
, Truth. [ Falls on his Knees. 
. Ang. What means the Fellow? [ Aide. 
* Val. What will you tel] me, Sirrah-? 
2 Hee. Why, Sir, fearing that your Pocket might be 


; | pick'd, or your Lodgings robb'd, and you might loſe 
1 the Picture, and that I thought would break your Heart, 
knowing how much you did eſteem the Piece, I took 


A it, Sir, to a famous Painter of my Acquaintance to have 
7 it copied, Sir; that's all. 

4 Ang. A well-invented Tale. [4 r 
4 Fat Fly, Sirrah, and fetch it. [Slaps him on tb Ba 

* le, Cee. 
: Ang. Oh you may ſpare. your Pains, Sir—the Picture 
; - is already here pulls it out; ) now, Sir, do you bluſh, 
5 Val. I am amaz'd to think how ſhe came by it. [4/ide. 
7. Het. Ruin'd paſt Redemption Oh, oh, oh !—that 
8 ſuch a complete Lie ſhould turn to no Account. [ Aides 
: Ang. Ungrateful Man ! | 


- Dor. How, how's this? 

Ang. Is this the Price you ſet upon my Favours 
„ The Sight of this would mind you of your Duty—If I 
'F remember, 


5 * * 1 ; 
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—— thoſe were your Words—But I preſume you | 


meant it ſhould remind you of a laſt Stake—How have 
I been deceived.—Is it poſſible thou couldſt be ſo baſe 
to expoſe my Picture at a common Board, amongſt a 
Crew of Revellers. 


Val. Madam— 
Ang. Be dumb, and make no Imputest Excaſer, 
Dor. Dol, dol, dery, dol, dery, dol. [ Sings. 


Val. No, Madam, I ſhall not ſtudy to excuſe myſelf, 
only this, I am not guilty of all your Charge, for there 
was none in Preſence when 1 loſt it, but the. Youth that 
won it. . Who had not liv'd to have brought it you, had 
not an ontucky Chance prevented me. 

Ang. Then to conceal your Treachery, you would 
have committed Murder — Excellent Moralift ! — But, 
Sir, the Privacy of the Act you boaſt of—does not in 
the leaſt extenuate your Crime; I told you, whilſt you 
kept that Picture, my Heart was yours, but you grew 
weary of the Trifle, and reſtor'd it back; and now [ 
have Liberty to give it to whom I pleaſe. 

Dor. I hope you are ſatisfied now, Nephew, ha, ha: ha! 

Val. I am with every Thing this Lady is pleaſed to 
ini ct; 1 know ſhe can uſe me no worſe than I deſerve.— 
I own the Foulneſs of my Guilt, and will not t: bope for 
Pardon. | 


Enter Sir Thomas Valere avith a | Lawyer. 


Hee. Nay, then, we are friendleſs indeed. —Sir, Sir, 
mall I ſee what Seneca ſays upon this Head ? 

- [Aide to Valere. 

Val. Away, and plague me not — Ha! my Father. 
Sir Tho. I'm bleſt, beyond Expreſſion bleſt.— Ma- 
dam, I wiſh you Joy: My Son, I have brought Mr. 
Demurr, the 5 reſerve but Fire Hundred 
a Year for myſelf— the Reſt is thine, Boy, —ull 
Two Thouſand Pounds per Annum. 

Ang. Sir Thomas, your Words carty a Meaning 1 in 
'em, which I am a Stranger to. 

Sir Tho. Meanin „Madam. —I hope my Son and you 
underſtand one another's Meaning. — and I underſtand it 
too, Madam. — Come, Mr. Demurr, where are the 
Writings 
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Writings of my Eſtate ?—He ſhall make thee a ſwinging 
Jointure, my Girl 8 

2 You muſt pardon me, Sir Thomas, —my Mind's 
alter d.— | „ 

Sir Tho. How ! Did you not promiſe? ; 

Ang. Suppoſe I did. When a Man breaks all his 
Oaths to me, I know no Reafon I ſhould keep my Word 
with him. „ s 

Hedt. Ah, Hector, Hector, what will become of thee ? 

— <"[Mne 

Sir Tho, Why I underſtood theſe Quarrels were made 
vp—and as a Token of your being reconcil'd, you made 
htm a Preſent of your Picture. 
Ang. True,—and that's the thing that parts us. 

Sir Tho. What do you mean ? FEE 7 
Dor. He gam'd it away, Brother; now do you un- 
derſtand her ? 

Sir Tho, Malice and Marriage, Brother, ill become 
your Years. —She does not mean it ſo. 

Ang. Indeed but I do.— | 

Sir Tho. Say you ſo, Madam,—then I'll do you Juf- 
tice immediately. (Draws. ) Sirrah, I'll ſave the Hang- 
man a Labour—lI will, you Baſtard. 5 
Val. Do, kill me, Sir; you ſhall find I will not vent 
one Groan, — for my Soul has ta'en its Flight already. 
My baſe Ingratitude has deeper ſtabb'd my Heart, than 
now your Sword can do. 3 | | 

Sir Tho. Say you fo, Sirrah,—then I hope you'll live 
to want Nothing, for I'll take Care you ſhall have 


Nothing. to ſupport your Extravagance.— Mr. Demurr, 


I deſire you to make my Will this Minute, —and put 
the ungracious Rogue down a Shilling.—Sirrah, I 
charge you never to come in Sight of me or my Habi-, 
tation more; nor, do you hear, dare to own me for 
your Father,—Go, troop, Sirrah, I ſhall hear of your 
going up Holbourn Hill in a little Time.— | N 
Heck. So, there's all my Wages loſt.— [Aa. 
— Ha! This Uſage ſhocks me. Il Aue. 
Val. Sir, I promiſe you to obey you to a Tittle.— 
and this undutiful Child ſhall ne'er offend you with his 
Preſence more. — Vou but enjoin, but I before had 
choſe, for England now would be the worſt of F _ 
ng» 


© 
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Ang. My Heart beats as if the Strings were break. 
ing. „„. 
Val. Madam, there is but one Requeſt that I will 
make — then take my Leave for ever; and if you grant 
it not, I ſhall be ſo: much more ne + og Doing 
diſinherited weighs not a Hair, compar'd with what 
I've loſt in loſing you, whom my Soul prefers before all 
Wealth, Friends, or Family.— Then, where ſhould 1 
aſk Pardon but where I moſt have injur'd?— Thus on 
my Knees, I beg you not to hate my Memory, vor fut- 
fer the Follies'which I have now caſhier'd for ever from 
my Breaſt.- (but oh, too late) to drive my Name as diſ- 
tant as my Body from you, - ſometimes vouchſafe to 
think on loſt Yalere. | . | 
Ang. There is Nothing ſo indifferent but we think of 
it ſometimes, 5 . 
Sir Tho. Sirrah—begone, I ſay. | Puſhes him. 
Fal. J have done — Now, Madam, eternally adieu. 
Ang. Shall I ſee him ruin'd?—ro—that wauld be bar- 
barous beyond Example. Valere, come back. Should 
I forgive you all Would my Generoſiy oblige you to 
a ſober Life? Can you, upon Honour, (for you ſhall 
ſwear no more,) forſake that Vice that brought you to 
this low Ebb of Fortune? . 
Val. Ha! Oh let me fold thee in my repenting Arms 
and whiſper to thy Soul, that I'm intirely chang'd— 
Embraces her.) Ves, my Love, I ſwear the Courſe of 
Life that l've run hitherto—is grown more hateful to 
me than Toads or Adders; and I would as ſoon keep: 
thoſe Animals in my Boſom, whoſe Sting I know would 
kill me, as once indulge my ſormer Follies. 
Ang. Then I am happy — Know I was the Youth 
that won the Picture, and you parted with it to my- 
KT 4-0-3 | 7 . 
Hect. I ſhall die wich Joy, that's certain — [ Ade. 
Val. Then I did not break my Oath entirely; you 
were excepted, Madam. 5 
Sir Tho. How lucky a Turn is this! Madam, yout 
Example is too good not to be followed. — Valere, 
I forgive thee, and confirm my firſt Defign :—Bleſs you 
both.—Now Brother, I hope you'll believe you can't 
get my Boy's Miſtreſs from him. Ha, ha, ha! 


Der, 
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Bor. Nor he ſhan't get a Penny of my Eſtate, Bro- 
ther, remember that. 

Sir Tho, He wants it bed Who have we 
here ?—my Lady Wealthy, and her old Lover. 


Enter Lovewell and Lady Wealthy. 


Love. Wiſh me Joy, Friends, wiſh me Joy. , 
Sir Tho. With all my Heart, for, in my Conſcience, 


| thou deſerv'ſt her— < 


Ang. I with you Joy, Siſter ; here let all Quarrels 
ceaſe. [ Salutes her. 

L. Meal. I over-heard your Reconciliation, — and I 
with you the ſame, 

Love. Oh, my Friend! Sure never Man was bleſt 


like me. [Te Valere. 


„Val. Ves, I can boaſt a Heppinidl beyond thee — 
I that merited her endleſs Scorn, am, by her ſweet 


forgiving Temper, rais'd to laſting Joy 


Enter Marquis of Hazard, | 
Marg. I underſtand you are married, Madam; and 


come to with you Joy— 1 do it with a box cur, le 


Diable men porte. 
L. Weal. O Monſieur Marque, I'm infinitely oblig'd 

to you e'er ſince your Knight Era with Valere in 

Defence of my Honour. 

| Marg. A Deuce of that anlucky Story—No Words 


on't now, Madam, I beſeech you. 


Val. How's that? 
2 By the Honour of France, I ſhall be aiſcover'd, 


Enter Betty. 


Beity. Madam, M.. Security has brought 2 Pair of 
very fin? Diamond Ear-rings to ſhew you; they were 
loſt in Pawn, ſhe ſays, —and, therefore, ſhe can afford 
them an extraordinary good Pennyworth. : 

L. Neal. Bring her in 


Enter Mrs. Security. 


Well, Mrs. Security, are they very fine ones ? 
Mrs. Sec. As fine a Pair as ever your Ladyſhip ſaw | 
in all your Life, Madam. — [Gives her the Ear-rings.] 
; Bleſs 


_ preſented you with a Tweague by the Noſe— 


— 
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Bleſs me. What do I ſee, my Couſin Robin tips? Pm 
glad to ſee thee with all my Heart— [To the Marquis. 
L. Veal. Do you know what you ſay, Mrs. Security? 
— That is a French Nobleman. [he 
Mrs. Sec. A Nobleman What! Do you think I 
don't know my Brother's Son ?— 
Marg. A Pox of ſuch Kindred—Now all will out 
Mrs. See. Why, how long haſt thou been in England, 
Robert ?—T hear thou wert Footman to the Prince of. 
Conti Thy old Maſter, Sir William, aſks mightily how 
thou doſt. | | 15 e 
Omnes. Ha, ha, hat | 
Dial. How's this, the Marquis of Hazard a Footman ?. 
Ha, ha, ha! | „ | | 
Hee. Brother, give me thy Hand — Hold, now I 
think on't, keep your Diſtance, Friend — for a Valet de 
Chambre is above a Footman— [ Struts, 
L. Weal. My Footmen, Sir, will ſhew you into the 
Buttery ; a Horn of Small Beer may quench your Thirſt 
of Honour. Ha, ha, ha! Re, TS 
Val. This Morning he boaſted of his Royal Bleod 
at my Lodgings, — but his Cowardice confirm'd me 
what he 1s— „ 1 1 
L. Veal. He told me he was at your Lodgings, and 


Val. How, Scoundrel, beneath my Sword, and there- 
fore take this | Kicks bim, 
Marg. Very fine, very fine Breeding, Gentlemen, 
truly— Well, this is my Maxim ſtill e 


Who once by Policy a Title gain, 
Merits above the Fool that's barn to Means. [Exit, 


Mrs. Sec. *Tis dirtily done of ou, Mr. Valere, ſo it 

is, to kick a Man for Nothing ;—His Father, though 
I ſay it, was as honeſt a Man as ever broke Bread, and 
I could find in my Heart to : 
L. Veal. No more of your Noiſe — Wait without 
there A [I EExit Mrs. Security. 
Sir Tho, Come, come, enough of this Nonſenſe 

Let's have a Dance. | | 


U 
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4 Country Dance. 


Val. Now Virtue's pleaſing Proſpe2's in my View, vos 
With double Care I'll all ber Paths purſue ; | 


And proud to think I owe this Change to you. (To Ang: 


Firtue that gives more ſolid Peace of Mind, 
Than Men in all their vicious Pleaſures find; 
Then each with me the Libertine reclaim, 

And [bun what inks his Fortunt, and his Fame. 


E P I- 
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| Spoken by Mrs. SANTLOW, 


& one condemn'd, 457 ready to become 
For his Offences paſt, a Pendulum, 


Does, &er he dies , beſpeak the learned Throng, 
Then, like the Swan, expires in a Song. | 

80 J. (though doubtful long which Knot to chooſe, 
Whether the Hangman's, or the Marriage Nooſe, ) 
Condemn'd good People, as you ſee, for Life, | 
To play that tedious, juggling Game, a Wife, 
Hawe but one Word of good Advice to ſay, 
Before the doleful Cart draws quite away. 


You roaring Boys, who know the Midnight Cares 
Of rattling T atts, ye Sons of Hopes and Fears: 
Who labour hard to bring your Ruin on, 

And diligently toil to be unaone; 

Youre Fortune s ſporting Footballs at the beſt, 
Feau are his Joys, and ſmall the Gameſter's Reftl + 
Suppoſe then Fortune only rules the Dice, 

And on the Square you play; yet, who that's wiſh. 
Would to the Credit of a faithl:/s Main, 

Truſt his good Dad's hard-gotten hoarded Gain? 
But then ſuch Vulturs round a Table wait, 


And hoc ring watch the Bubble's fichly State; 


. The young fond Gambler covetous of more, 

Like Aſop's Dog, laſes his certain Store. | 

Then the Spunge ſqueez'd by all, grows dry—And now 
Compleatly wretched turns a Sharper too; 

The/e Fools, for Want of Bubbles too, play fair, 

And loſe to one another on the Square; 

So Whores the Wealth from numerous Culls they glean, 
Still /pend on Bullies, and grow.poor again. 


This Itch for Play has likewiſe fatal been, 
And more than Cupid, drawn the Ladies in, 
A Thouſand Guineas for Baſſet prevails, 
A Bait, when Caſh runs low, that ſeldom fails; 


A4. 
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And when the F air One can't the Debi defray * 


i Sterling Coin, does Sterling Beauty pay. 


In wain wwe labour to divert your Care, | 
Nor S ong nor Dance can bribe your preſence here, 
You fly this Place like an infectious Air; 

To yonder happy Quarter of the Town, 
You croud ; and your own faw'rite Stage diſown 3 
Meier like old Miſtreſſẽs, you lowe the Vice, 


And hate us only cauſe we once did pleaſe. 


Nor can we find how elſe tis we deſerve, 
Like Tantalus, ,, Plenty thus to tarvt. 
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